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* The tragedy of Coriolanua ^ was first printed in the 
folio collection of 1623. With the exception of a few 
ohvioiu typographical errors, such as invariably occur 
even under the eye of an author when a book is printed 
from manuscript, the text is wond^fully accurate. 

* The Lives of tiie Noble Grecians and Romans, 
compared together by Plutarch, done into English by 
Thomas North/ is a book on many accounts to be 
Teoerated. It is still^.the best translation of Plutarch 
we have, — full of fine robust English, — a book worthy 
of Shakspere to read and sometimes to imitate. Here 
he found the story of Coriolanus told in the most gra- 
phic manner ; and he followed it pretty literally. 
Niebuhr places this story amongst the fabulous legends 
of Rome. Plutarch, and especially Shakspere, have 
made it almost impossible to believe that such Romans 
did not really live, and think, and talk, and act, as w« 
see them in these wonderful pictures of humanity. 

The leading idea of Shakspere's * Coriolanus* — the 
pivot upon which all the action turns — ^the key to the 
bitterness of factious hatred which runs through the 
whole drama — is the contest for power between the 
patricians and plebeians. This is a broad principle, 
assuming various modifications in various states of 
society, but very slightly varied In its foundations and 
its results. He that truly works out the exhibition of 
this principle must paint men, let the scene be tho 
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4 INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 

Rome of tbe first Tribttsef, or tlM Venice of the last 
Doges. With the very slightest changes of accessaries, 
the principie stands for the contests betireen aristocracy 
and democracy, in any country or in any age. The 
historical truth, and the philosophical principle, which 
Shakspere has embodied in < Coriolanus * are universal. 
But suppose he had possessed tbe means of treating the 
subject with what some would call historical accuracy ; 
had learnt that Plutarch, in the story of G<»iolam2S, 
was pcobably dealing only with a legend ; tbal^ If the 
story is to be leceived as true, it belongs to a later 
period ; that in this later period there were very nice 
shades of difference between the classes composing the 
population of Rome ; that the balance of power wntf a 
mubh more complex thing than he found in the nar- 
rative of Plutarch ; further suppose that^ proud of this 
learning, he had made the universal principle of the 
plebeian and patrician hostility subsidiary to an exact 
display of it, according to the conjectures v^hieh modem 
industry and acuteness have brought to bear on the 
subject. It is evident^ we think, that he would have 
been betrayed into a false principle of art; and would 
necessarily have drawn Roman shadows instead of tital 
and enduring men. As it is, he has drawn men so 
vividly — ^under such permanent relations to each other 
-^with such universal manifestations of character, that 
some persons of strong political fe^ngs have been ready 
to complain, according to their several creeds, either 
that his plebeians ate too brutal, or his patricians too 
haughty. The tribute to Shakspere's political im- 
partiality II complete. 
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PEirSONS REPRESENTED. 



Gaius Marcius Coriolanvb, a noble Roman. 
Appears, Act I. sc. t ; sc. 4 ; w. 5 ; sc. 6 ; sc. 8 ; ic. 9. Act 11. 
K. 1 ; so. 8 ; se. 3. Act III. k. I ; k. •; lo. 8. Act IV. te. 1 ; 
. K. 4 : M. 5. Act V. w. 3 i w. 8 i K. b, 

Txi*u0 Lastiub, a general, OffaittH ih« VoU9$. 

Appeatt, Act I. ae. 1 ; ic. 4; k. ft; m. 7 ; m. 9. Act II. m. I. 

Act III. ftc. 1. 

Coiiurio% a gei^raly against ihe Voloa, 

Jigptan, Act I. K. 1 ; sc. 6 ; gc. 9. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act III. 

sc. 1 ; sc. 2; SC.3. Act IV. sc. 1 ; sc. 6. ActV. sc. 1. 

MxNBNivs AQRmk,fri4nd to Coriolanui. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 8 ; sc. 8. Act III. 
sc. l;sc. 2: sc. 8. ActlV. sc.l; 8C2; sc. A. AdV. sc.l ; 
> K. 8; 0C.4. 

SiciNitJt VxLVTUB, a tribtme ofih6p90pU. 

Apptmtt Act I. se« 1. Act 11. so. 1 ; se. »; ie. 8. Act III. 

sc. l;sc.3. Act IV. so. 8 ; sc. 6. Act V. sc. 1 ; ■«. 4. 

Junius Brutus, a tribune ofthepeopU, 

Appean, Act I. se. 1. Aet II. se. 1 ; sc. S ; sc 3. Act III. 

se. 1 ; sc. 3. Act IV. sc. 8 ; se. 6. Act V. ic. 1. 

Young Marcius, son to GorioUnus. 
Appearif Act V. so. 3 . 

A Homan HeralcL 
I ' Jppeart^ Aet II. m« 1. 

' TuLLUs Avviiytvtf ffm&ral of the Voices, 

A^ptws, Ajct I. tc. S; sc. 8 ; sc. 10. Act IV. sc. 5 ; se. t« 
Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 3 ; so. 0. 
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6 PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Lieutenant to Aufidius. 
Appean, Act lY. te. 7. 

ConspiTaton toith Aufidios. 
JpfeoTt Act V. ac. ft. 

A Gitixen of Antium. 
Appmn, Act IV. le. 4. 

Two Volcian Guards, 
Appear, Aoi V. k. 2. 

VoLUMNiA, motJier to Coriolanut. 

Appean^ Kdt I. sc. 3. Act II. ic. 1. Act III. so. ». Act IV. 

tc. 1 ; fic. %. Act V. ic. S. 

ViROXi.u, wife to Coriolanus. 

Appean, Act I. ic. 3. Act I(. sc. 1. Act IV. so. I ; 9c. t. 

Act V. K. 3. 

YjiLEXLiK, friend to Virg^Ua. 
Appears, Act I. se. 3. Act II. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 8. 

Gentlewoman attending Virplia. 
Appeart, Act I. sc. 3. 

Roman and Volcian Senators, Patricians, jEdilet, 
Lietore^ Soldiera, (Htizens, Messengers, Servants to 
Aufidius, and other Attendants, 

SCENE, PARTLY IN Rous ; AND PARTLY IN THS 

TIUIRITORIBS OV THA VoLOIANS AND AmTIATBS. 
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COEIOLANUS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L— Rome. A Street, 

Enter a company of mtUmoua Citkens, with ttavest 
MbBj and other Vfeapona. 

1 CiL Before we proceed any further, hear me speak. 
CiL Speak, speak. [Several apeakmg at once, 

1 Cit. Tea are all resolTed rather to die than to 

CiL Besolved, lesolved. 

1 at, Firat, yon know, Caius Maicius is chief enemy 
to the people. 
CiL We know 't, we know 't 

1 CiL Jjtt us kill him, and we'll have com at our 
own price. Is 't a verdict? 

CU, No more talking on 't : let it be done : away, 
away! 

2 Cit, One wocd, good citizens. 

1 Cit. We are accounted poor citizens; tlie patri- 
ciam^ good :* What authority surfeits on would relieve 
OS. If they would yield us but &e superfluity, while 
it were wholesome, we might guess they relieved us 
hnmanely ; but they fUink we axe too dear : the lean- 
ness that affiicte us, the object of our misery, is as an 
inventory to particolarize their abundance ; uur suffer^ 

* Oood—m the metcaattle sense. So Shyloek says, '* Antonio 
B m jfiootf man." 
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8 CORIOLA19U8. [Act I. 

anoe is a gain to diem. — Let va revenge this with our 
pikes, ere we become rAes •^ for the gods know, I speak 
this in hunger for bread, not ii^ thirst for revenge. 

2 at. Would you proceed especially against Caius 
Marcius ? 

at. Against him first : he *8 a very dog to the com- 
monalty. 

2 at. Consider you what services be haa done for his 
Qoontryt 

1 Cit. Very well ; and could be content to give him 
good report for \ but that he pays himself with being 
proud. 

AH. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

1 at. I say unto you, what he hath done famously 
he did it to that end ; though sofl-conscienced men can 
be content to say it was for his country, he did it to 
please bis mother, and to be partly proud; which he is, 
even to the altitude of his yirtue. 

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his nature you ac- 
count a vice in him : You must in no way say he is 
covetous. 

1 at. If I must not, I need not be barren of accu- 
sations ; be hath faults, with surplus, to tire in repeti- 
tion. [Shouts within.'] What shouts are these? The 
other side o^ the city is risen : Why stay we prating 
heref to the Capitol! 

All. Come, come. 

1 Cit. Soft! who comes here? 

Enter Mbnsmivb Aobxfpa. 

2 at. Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that hath 
always loved the people. 

1 CU. He 's one honest enough : 'Would all Ike i«rt 
were so! 

'^ Rdkeg. The allusion, there can be little doubt, it to tfte 
tool so called. The eixnile ia very old t we Had te Gkaneer-^ 
*' As lean waa his hone as is a rats.'* 
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gcsiMC 1} COftlOUJMUSL 9 

Mm^ .What vork \ mj couatrymtn, m bandf 
Where go yon 
With bats and clubs f The matter f Spaak, I pray you. 

2 Cit,^ Our business is not unknown to the senate ; 
they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend to 
do, which now we Ul show ^em in deeds* They say 
poor suitors have strong breaths \ they shall know we 
have strong «nns too. 

Men. Why, mastery my good friends, mine honert 
neighbours, 
Will you undo yimrselvesf 

2 Cii, We cannot, sir, we aie undone already. 

Men. I tell you, friends, most chnitahle care 
^ave the patricians of you. For your wants. 
Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lift them 
Against the Roman state ; whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong Unk asunder than can ever 
Af^pear in your impediment : For the dearth. 
The gods, not the patricians, make it ; and 
Youx knees to them, not arms, must help. Alack, 
You are transported by calamity 
Thither where more attends you ; and you slander 
The helms o' the state, who care for you like fathers, 
When you curse them as enemies. 

2 Cit. Care for us! — True, indeed!— They ne'er, 
cared for us yet. Suffer us to famish, and their store- 
houses crammed with grain ; make edicts for usury, to 
support usurers ; repeal daily any wholesome act esta- 

* AtL the sabaequeat dialoj^ne with Menenius is f iven hv ib« 
modem editors to the Jirst citizen. The Jlrtt citiMn is a natcr 
ltf>pQblia i»M»-«-the secottd of public measmvti the first would 
kill Coriolanus, — the eeoond would repeal the laws reladag to 
corn and usury. He says not one word against Goriolanus. 
We are satisfied that it was not fihakspere's Intention to make 
the Wv bf awier against an individual argue so well with Mene^ 
niua in the mattsr of the " kaagly-erowaed head," &e. 
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10 eo«u>hAi»V9, :[irc¥f. 

blished against the iichy and pToride mopfe -j^teifdn^ 
statutes daily, to eham upa&d restrain' the pooir. If 
the vrAra eat us not up, they will ; and thei« s all -the 
lovt- they- bear nsk 

Mem fiitber yoa nrast 
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious, • i 

Or be accused of folly. I shall tell yoa - ' 

A pretty tale ; it may be you have heard it ; ' " ' ' " \ 
But, since it serves my purpose, I will venttorfe ' • I 
To scale 't» a little more. ' - ' 

2 at Well, 1 11 hear it, sir: yet yoli mu6t fikjl 
tiiink to ibb off our disgr&ce with a tale : but^t^ 't 
please you, deliver. ' • » 

Men. There was a time when all tlie body^s >metn^ 

bers ' * 

Rebeird against the belly; thus accused it:-^ * ''• ^' 
That only like a gulf it did remain > ' • ■ 1 

r the midst o' the body, idle and unactive, ' ' 

Stilieupboarding the viand, never beating • •' ' 
Like labour with the rest; where the other in^fru^ei^ 
Did see and hear, devise, instruct, walk, ied, ' " '' 
And mntoally participate ; did minister ^^^^ 

* To icale 't. It is necessary to see how ^lakspeaia. bttSr,^s«^ 
this verb ia other passages. la the second act Siciiiius telh< the 
citizens, ' ' , . 

« Ytfu hUTe found. • 'J 

Sealing his present bearing with liis pwst, • . d . M 
Tiiat he 's your fixed enemy." ',; ^ V' 

Drt ^ohpson explains this. " JVeighing his past and preffnt 
behaviour." In 'Measure for Measure,' when theDuKe'ex-, 
plains his proiect to Isabella, he says.hjr thii^Bi ♦• the •<6rHl^t' 
deputy scaled.* Upon this passage JotuuBn sb]M) *Mra>scti/«l 
the deputy may b«; to reacii htm, or \\ m«ry be yt strip buifjf" 
Here he differs from his iuterpretation of the .passage in. * Mmp'^i 
lanus.' But surely ** the corrupt deputy " 'ma^ be *^ ^dleljl** ijL 
the same way that the bi>uring of Cori«^BnUs is <* ^iiUMh'fW 
this interpretation be good for two of 4he p«ss«feiu 5v1iy>«o|;fiMiB[ 
a third.->that of this text b^ore us? M^nenivs will yr^i|j^f»tfi(^) 
weigh, to try the value, of Che *' pretty faler a lilUe more:, 
though they may have heard it, he M-iU a^ln istffeHi ii T us/l 
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Unto tlie -aapetite and affe^tioa eomxnon 
Of tlie whole Uxly. Tbe belly anvwexed,— 

2 C<Y. W^l, «u, what aotwer made the belly f 

i/i(;n. Sir, I shall tell you. — ^With akiad of etnile^ 
Which ne'er came from the ItmgSi but erca thui^ 
(For, look yoo, I may make the belly smile 
As well as speak,) it tauntingly replied 
To the discontented members, the mutinous parts 
Tliat envied his leceipt ; even so most fitly 
As you malign our senators, for that 
ITbey are not such as you. 

• %CiU Your belly's answer; What! 

Tlie kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye, 
The ^ouna^or lieart, ike arm our soldier, 
Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter, 
With other munimentB and petty helps 
In this our fabric, if that they — 

Men. What then f— • 

Tore me, this fellow speaks ! — ^what then I what then f 
v%</t& Should by the cormorant belly be xestiain'd, 
Who is tlie »iak o' the body,-— 

Men. Well, what then ? 

2 at. The former agents, if they did complain. 
What cotdd the belly answer ? 
■' i/(p;i. I will tell you ; 

If you 11 bestow a small (p( what you have little) 
Patience a while, you Ml hear the belly's answer. 

2 Cii. You are long about it. 
'*'Men'. Note me this, gtX)d friend j' 

Yopr most grave belly was deliberate. 
Not rash li£e his accusers, and thus answer'd. 
"TlMte.ls'H, tny incorporate friends," quotli lie, 
"JI^ X receive the geucral food at first, 
"^^ieayon. do live upon : and iit it is ; 
Blidaroee'I am- tiie storehouse, and the shop 
OFflJfr %holfc' body ; But if you do remember, 
I'mtSi it tl^Qugl^ the. rivers of your . blood 
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18 OOEIOLANUS. [Act 1. 

Even to the oouit^ the hcflrt, to tbe seat o^ the brainy 
And through the onnks and offioes of man : 
The strongest Dervcs, and amall inferioc reinsy 
Foom ma rtcetTe that natiual oompeteney 
Wherry they lire ^^ And though that all at once. 
You, my good friends/' (this says the belly,) mark me,— 

2 CU, Ay, sur; wcU, well. 

Men. *^ Though all at «nce cannot 

See what I do deliver out to each; 
Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flour of all. 
And leave me but the bmn/' What say you to 't t 

2 CU. It was an answer : How ap|dy you this t 

Men. The senators of Rome are this good belly. 
And you the mutinous membeis : For examine 
Their counsels and their cares; digest things rightly, 
Touching the weal o^ the common ; you shall find, 
No public benefit, which you recdve, 
But it proceeds, or comes, from them to yoo. 
And no way from yourselves.— -What do you think t 
You, the great toe of this assembly t-— 

2 Cit. I the gnat toef Why the groat toet 

Men. For that, being one o' the lowest, basest, poorest, 
Of this most wise rebellion, thou go'st foremost : 
Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run, 

*" Tlie usual punctuation of this passage is, — 

" I 8«nd it through the rivers of your blood. 
Even to the eourt, the heart,-— to the seat o* ttie brain ; 
And* through the cranks and oflBccs of man. 
The strongest nerves," &c. 
The obvious meaning of the passage without any of thjs 
forced punctuation (the original uses no point but the comma^ 
appears to us to be»— Ismd the general food through the rivle;^ 
of your blood, to tiie court, the heart ; 1 send U to the seattf 
the brain, and through the cranks and offices (obscttfe parts) of 
the whole body. By this means I 

" The strongest nerves, and small inferior veins. 
From ma receive that natural competency 
Whereby they Uve." 
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gonrs 1.3 COBIOLANU8. 13 

Lead'st fint, to wm seme vantage. — 

But make yoa ready foar stiff bftts and clubs ; 

Rome and her nts an at 1fa« point of battia, 

The one side most have bak/*^Hai1, nabk Maroius! 

Enter Caivs Hakciu0« 
Mar, Thank8.^*Wbat 's the matter, you dissentious 

lOffMB, 

That, rubbiDg the poor itch of your opinion, 
Make youiselres scabsf 

2 Cit, We have ever your good word. 

Mar, He that will give good words to thee will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. — ^What would you have, yoa curs, 
That like nor peace, nor war I the one afirights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts to you. 
Where he should find yoa lions finds you hares ; 
Where foxes, geese : You are no surer, no, 
Than is the coal of fire upcn the ice, 
Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is, 
To make him worthy whose ofience subdues him, 
And curse that justice did it Who deserves greatness 
Deserves your hate : and your affections are 
A sick xnan's ajipetite, who desires most that 
Which would increase his evil. He that depends 
Upon your favours swims with fins of lead, 
And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye ! Trust ye 1 
With every minute you do change a mind ; 
And call him noble that was now your hate, 
Him vile that, was your garland. What 's the matter, 
That in these several plaaes of the city 
You cry against the noble senate^ who, 
Under the gods^ keep you in awey which else 
Would feed on one aixither f^^What *s their seeking ? 

Men, For com at their own rates j whereof, they say, 
The city is well storU 

'■ Bale—Tvia. This is iihe only iBstune in which Shakspere 
uses the subatantive bateg though we hare frequently haiejul. 
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Mar. Hang*«iii{ They say I 

They Ul sit by the fire, and pmume to knov 
What *s done i' the Capitol : who 'a like to rise. 
Who thrives, and who declines : side factions, and gire 

out 
Conjectural marriages; making parties strong, 
And feebling such as stand not in their liking 
Below their cobbled shoes. They say there 's grain 

enough 1 
Would the nobility lay aside their ruth,» 
And let me use my sword, I 'd make a quarry 
With thousands of these quartered slaves, as high 
As I could pick^ my lance. 

Men. Nay, these are almost thoroughly persuaded ; 
Fur though abundantly they lack discretion, , 

Yet are they passing cowardly. But, I beseech yow, 
What says the other troop 1 

Mar. They are dissolved : Hang 'em ! 

They said they were an-hungry ; sigh'd forth proverbi^ 
Tliat hunger broke stone walls, that dogs must eat, 
That meat was made for mouths, that the gods sent not 
Cora for the rich men only : — With these shreds 
They vented their complainings ; which being answei'^d. 
And a petition granted them, a strange one, 
(To break the heart of generosity. 
And make bold power look pale,) they threw their caps 
As tliey would hang them on the horns o* the moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 

Men. What is granted them t 

Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wisdom^ 
Of their own choice : One *s Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not — *Sdeath I 
The rabble should have first unroof 'd the city, 
Ere so prevailed with me ; it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
For insiurection's arguing. 

• RutA^jpitj, »• PJcA— pitch. 
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Men. This is strange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you (ngments ! 

Enter a Messenger, hcutihj. 

Mess. Where 's Gaius Marcius % 
Mar. Here : What *s the matter 1 

Mess. The news is, sir, the Voices are in arms. 
Mar. I am glad on *t ; then we shall have means to 
vent 
Our musty saperfluity : — See, our best elders. 

Enter Ookinius, Titus Lartius, and other Senators ; 
Junius Brutus, and Sicinius Velutus. 

1 Sen. Mar(^us, 't is true that you have lately told 
us; 
The Voices are in arms. 

Mar. They have a leader, 

Tullns Aufidius, that will put you to 't. 
I sin in envying his nobility : 
And were I anything but what I am, 
1 would vish me only he. 

Com, You have fought together. 

Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears^ and 
he 
Upon my patty, I 'd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him : he is a lion 
Tliat I am proud to hunt 

1 Sen. Then, worthy Marcius, 

Attend upon Gominius to these wars. 

Com. It is your former promise. 

Mar. Sir, it is ; 

And I am constant. — Tita^ Ijartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus' face : 
What, art thou stiff? stand'st out? 

Tit. No, Cains Marcius; 

1 11 lean upon one crutch, and fight with t* other, 
Kre stay b^ind this business. 

VOL. X. ^ 
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Men. O, true bred ! 

1 Sen. Your compMiy to the Capitol; where, I 
know, 
Our greatest friends attend us. 

TU. JjtaA you on : 

Follow, Cominius; we must follow you; 
Right worthy yOu priority.* 

Com. Noble Marcius ! 

1 Sm. Hence ! To your homes, be gone. 

\To 1k$ Gitiaens. 

Mar, Nay, let them follow : 

The Voices have much com ; take these rats thither, 
To gnaw their gamers : — ^Worshipful mutineers. 
Your valour puts well forth : pray, fbllbw. 

[Exeunt Senators, Com., Mar., Tit., and Mbnsn, 
Citizens steal away. 

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius f 

Bru, He has no equal. 

Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for^the people, — 

Bru. Marked you his lip and eyes? • 

Sic. Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not spare to gird^ the gods. 

£1^. Be-mock the modest moon. ^ 

Bru. The present wars devour him : he is grown 
Too proud to be so valiant" 

Sic. Such a nature, 

Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow 
Which he treads on at noon : But I do wonder 
His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 

■ We must here andexstand, wortky o/|»lority. 

b Qird. This is the verb of FalttafTs noun, " Bvery matt 
has a gird'^i me." 

<} There is much dispnte about the meaning of this sentence. 
*' The present wars devour him " is clear enough, we think ; 
the wan absait>, cat up the whol* man : and then comes the 
explanation ; he is grown too proud of his ▼alour-'Of being adr 
vanant. 
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Bru. Faoofl^ at the which he aims, 

In whom already he u well giac'd, canoot 
Better be held, nor more attained, than by 
A place below the first : for what miscarffet 
Shall be the generaVs lault, though he perform 
To the utmost of a man ; and giddy ceoBure 
Will then cry out of Marciua, <* O, if ha 
Had borne the businea l" 

Sic. Besides, if things go wall, 

Opnion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall 
Of his demerits* lob Cominius. 

Bru. Gome : 

Half all Cominius* honours are to Marcius^ 
Though Marcius eam'd them not; and all his fluilte 
To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed, 
In aught he merit not. 

Sie. Let 's hence, and hear 

How the despatch is made ; and in what fashion. 
More than in singularity, he goes 
Upon this {Hresent action. 

Bnt, Let *s al(»g. [Ex&wiL 

SCENE II.— Gorioli. The Senate-House. 
Enter Tullus AuFinius, and certain Senators. 

1 Sen, So^ your opinion is, Aufidius^ 
That they of Rome are entered in our counsels, 
And know how we proceed. 

ilvf. Is it not yours f 

Whatever have ^ been thought on in this state. 
That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome 
Had circumvaitiimt T is not four days gone 
iSince I heaid thence ; these are the words : I think 

*■ Demerits. The word is used in a similar aeaae in * Oihello,' 
Chat of Mmts. The meaninK of ill-deserving was scquixed 
for demerit is oonstantly used for detert by tba old 



^ fFkaUeer Aaoe— elliptically. whatever things have. 
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I have the letter here ; yes, here it is : [Reads. 

** They have pressed a power, but it is not known 
Whether for east or west : The dearth is great ; 
The people mutinous : and it is rumour^(^ 
Commius, Marcius your old enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worse hated than of you,) 
And Titus X<artius, a most raliant Roman, 
These three lead on this preparation 
Whither *t is bent : most likely, 't is for you : 
Consider of it." 

1 Sen. Our army ^s in the field : 
We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To answer us. 

Auf» Nor did you think it folly 

To keep your great pretences veil'd till when 
They needs must show themselves; which in the 

hatching, 
It seem'd, appear'd to Rome. By the discovery, 
We shall be shorten'd in our aim ; which was, 
To take in * many towns, ere, almost, Rome 
Should know we were afoot. 

2 Seiu ^ Noble Aufidius, 
Take your commission ; hie you to your bands : 
Let us alone to guard Corioli : 

If they set down before us, for the remove 
Bring up your army ; but, I think, you 11 find 
They 've not prepar'd for us. 

Auf. O, doubt not that ; 

I speak from certainties. Nay, more ; 
Some parcels of their powers are forth already, 
And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 
If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 
'T is sworn between us we shall ever * strike 
Till one can do no more. 

* TaAtf tV-subdue. 

* By ** ever strike *' V9e nnderstst^id, we shall contiDue to 
strike; if we adopt the modern reading of never, we must 
accept ttriJte in the sense of striking a colour— yielding. 
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All, The gods 9»Ut you ! 

Auf. And keep your honours safe ! 

1 Sen, Farewell. 

2 Sen. Farewell. 
All Farewell. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — ^Rome. An Apartment in Marcius' 
Hotise. 

Enter Volumnia and Virqilia : They sit dovm on 
two low stools, and sew. 

Vol. I pray you, daughter, sing ; or express yourself 
in a more comfortable sort : If my son were my hus- 
band, I should freelier rejoice in that absence wherein 
he won honour, than in tiie embraconents of his bed, 
where he would show most love. When yet he was but 
tender-bodied, and the only son of my womb ; when 
youth with comeliness plucked all gaze his way ; when, 
for a day of king's entreaties, a mother should not sell 
him an hour from her beholding ; I, — considering how 
honour would become such a person ; thai it was no 
better than picture-like to hang by the wall, if renown 
made it not stir, — was pleased to let him seek danger 
where he was like to find fame. To a cruel war I sent 
him ; from whence he returned, his brows bound with 
oak. I tell thee, daughter, — I sprang not more in joy 
at first hearing he was a man-child, than now in first 
seeing he had proved himself a man. 

Vijf, But had he died in the business, madam ? how 
then? 

Vol. Then his good report should have been my son ; 
1 therein would have found issue. Hear me profess 
sincerely : — Had I a dozen sons, each in my love alike, 
and none less dear than thine and my good Marcius, 1 
bad rather had eleven die nobly for their countiy, tlian 
OQ/e voluptuously surfeit out of action. 
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Snter a Gentlewoinan. 

Gent Madam, the lady Valeiia is come to visit 
you. 

Vir, 'JBeseech you, give me leave to retire myael£ 

Vol. Indeed, you shall not 
Methinks, I hear hither your husband^s drum ; 
See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair; 
As children from a bear, the Voices shunning him : 
Methinks, I see him stamp thus, and call thus^ — 
** Come on, you cowards ! you were got in fear, 
Though you were bom in Rome i" His bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes ; 
Like to a harvest-man, that *8 tasked to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. 

Vir. His bloody brow I O, Jupiter, no blood ! 

VoL Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man 
Than gilt his trophy : The breasts of Hecuba, 
When she did suckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than Hectares forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swords' contending. — ^TeU Valeria 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Oent 

Vir. Heavens bless my lord from fell Au6dius ! 

Voi. He 11 beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck* 

Re'Cnter Grentlewoman, with Valbbia and her Usher. 

Val. My ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol, Sweet madam. 

Vir. I am glad to see your ladyship. 

Vol. How do you both? you are manifest house- 
keepers. What are you sewing here % . A fine spot, in 
good faith. — How does your little s(»i¥' 

Fir. I thank your ladyship ; well, good madam. 

VoU He had rather see the sw(»d8^ and hear a dnim, 
than look upon his schoolmaster. 

VaL O' my word, the father's son : I Ul swear 't is 
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a rery pretty boy. O* my troth, I looked upon bim 
0* Wednesday naif an hour together : he has such a 
confirmed coontenaneo^ I saw him tun after a iplded 
butterfly; and when he caught it, he let it go again; 
and after it i^^ain ; and over and over ho oomes, and 
up again ; catched it again : or whether his fall en- 
raged him, or how *t was, he did so set his teeth, and 
tear it ; O, I warrant, how he mammocked it! 

ViA. One of his father's moods. 

VaL Indeed, la, *t is a noble child. 

FtV. A crack, madam. 

VaL Comc^ lay aside your stitchery ; I must have 
you play the idle huswife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good madam ; I will not out of doofs. 

Vol. Not out of doors % 

Vol. She shall, she shall. 

VW, Indeed, no, by your patience : I will not oyer 
the threshold till my loid return from the wan. 

Vol, Fie ! you confine yourself most unreasonably. 
Gome, you must go visit the good lady that lies in. 

Vir, I will wish her speedy strength, and visit her 
with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you 1 

Vvr. T is not to save labour, nor that I want love. 

Vol, You would be another Penelope : yet, they say, 
all the yam she spun in Ulysses* absence did but fill 
Ithaca full of moths. Gome ; I would your cambric 
were sensible as your finger, that you might leave 
pricking it for pity. Come, you shall go with us. 

Vir. No, good madam, pardon me; indeed I will 
not forth. 

VaL Ib truth, la, go with me; and I *11 tell yon 
eicellent news of your husband. 

Vir. O, good madam, there can be none yet 

Val. Verily, I do not jest with you} there came 
news from him last nig^t 

yfr. Indeed, madam f 
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Val, lu earnest, it's true; I heard a senator speak it. 
'II1118 it is : — ^The Voices have an army forth, against 
\rhom Cominius the general is gane, with one part of 
our Roman power : your lord and Titus Lartius are 
set down before their city Corioli ; they nothing doubt 
prevailing, and to make it biief Wat's. Tiiis is true, on 
mine honour ; and so, I pray, go with us. 

Vir. Give me excuse, good madam ;. I will obey 
you in everything hereafter. 

Vol. Let her alone, lady ; as she is now, she will 
but disease our better mirth. 

Val. In trotli, I think slie would : — Fare you weD, 
then. — Come, good sweet lady. — Prithee, Virgilia, turn 
thy solemnness out 0* door, and go aloi;g with us. 

Vir. No : at a word, madam, indeed I must not. 
I wish you much mirth. 

Val, Well, then farewell. {Exeunt. 

SCENE TV.—Before Corioli. 

Enter, with drums and colours, Marcius, TiTug 
Lartius, Officers, and Soldiers. To them a Mes- 
senger. 

Mar. Yonder comes news: — A wager, they have 

met. 
Lart. My horse to yours, no. 
Mar. T is done. 

Lart. Agreed. 

Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy ¥ 
Mess. They lie in view ; but have not spoke as yet 
Lart. So, the good horse is mine. 
Mar. I '11 buy him of you, 

Lart. No, I *11 nor sell nor give him : lend you him 

I will, 
For half a hundred years. — Summon the town. 
Mar. How far off lie these armies 1 
Mess. Within this mile and half. 
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Mar, Then cball w« hear thmr larum, and they ours. 
NoMT, Mars, I prithee, make us quick in work ; 
That we with smoking swords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded friends ! — Come, blow thy blast 

They sound a par lei/. Enter, on tJic walls, some 
Senators, and others, 
TuUus Aufidius, is he within your walls ? 

I Sen. No, nor a man that tears you less than he : 
That "s lesser than a little. Hark, our drums 

[Alarums afar off. 
Are bringirg forth our youth : We ll break our walls. 
Rather than they shall pound us up : Our gates, 
Which yet seem shut, we have but pinn'd with rushes ; 
They '11 open of themselves. Hark you, afar off; 

[^Ot/ier alarums. 
There is Aufidius ; list, what work he makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 

Mar. 0, they are at it ! 

Lart. Their noise be our instruction. — Ladders, ho ! 

The Voices enter, and pass over the stage. 
Mar. They fear us not, but issue forth their city, 
^ow put your shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than shields. — Advance, brave 

Titus : 
Tliey do disdain us much beyond our thoughts. 
Which makes me sweat with wrath. — Gome on, my 

fellows ; 
He that retires 1 11 take him for a Voice, 
And he shall feel mine edge. 

Alarums, and exeunt Romans and Voices, Jlghting., 
The Romans are beaten hack to their trenches, Ee- 
enter Marcius. 

Mar. All the contagion of the south light on you, 
You shames of Rome ! — you herd of — Boils and 
piques 
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Plaster you oV ; that you may be abfaonrM 

Further than seen, and one infect another 

Against the wind a mile ! You souls of geese 

That bear the shapes of men, how ha^e you run 

From slaves that apes would beat ! Pluto and hell ! 

All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale 

With flight and agued fear ! Mend, and charge home^ 

Or, by the fires of heaven, 1 11 leave the foe, 

And make my wars on you ! look to *t : Come on ; 

If you 11 stand fast, we 11 beat them to their wives, 

As they us to our trenches followed. 

Another alarum. The Voices and Romans re-enter, 
and the fight is renewed. The Voices retire into 
Corioli, <md MjAcivsJoUetoa them to the gatee. 

So, now the gates are ope : — Now prove good seconds : 
'T is for the followers fortune widens them. 
Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like. 

J He enters the gates, and is shut in. 
iness ', not I. 

2 Sol. Nor I. 

3 Sol, See, they have shut him in. 

[Alarum continues. 
All, To the pot, I warrant him. 

Enter TiTva Lartius. 

Lart. What is become of Marcius? 

All. Slain, sir, doubtless. 

1 SoL Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters : who, upon the sudden, 
Clapp'd to their gates ; he is nimself alone, 
To answer all the city, 

Lart. O noble fellow ! 

Who sensibly outdares his senseless sword. 
And when it bows stands up ! Thou ait left, Bfarcius i 
A carbuncle entire^ as big as thou art. 
Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier 
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Even to Gate's wish, not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes ; bnt with thy grim looks and 
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds. 
Thou nsad st thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were ferMoos, and did tremble. 

Re-enter Marcius, bleeding, atsaulted hy the enemy, 

1 Sol. Look, sir. 

Lart, O ! 't is Marcins : 

Let *s fetch him off, or make remain alike. 

\Th0yfighi, and all enter Me cUy. 

SCENE y.-^ Within the Town. A Street. 
Enter certain Komans, with apoiia. 

1 i2ofn. This will I carry to Rome. 

2 Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom. A murrain on 't ! I took this for silver. 

[Alarum continttes stUl afar off. 

Enter Marcius and Titus Lartius, with a trumpet 

Mar. See here these movers, that do prise their hours 
At a crack*d drachm ! Cushions, leaden snoons. 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with those that wore them, these base slaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up : — Down with them !— 
And hark, what noise the genend makes ! — To him ! — 
There is the man of my soul's hate, Aufidius, 
Piercing our Romans : Then, raliant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city ; 
Whilst I, with those that have the spirit^ will haste 
To help Cominius. 

Lart. Worthy sir, thou bleed^st ; 

Thy exercise hath been too violent 
For a second course of fight. 

Mar. Sir, praise me not : 

My work ba& yet not warm'd me : Fare you well. 
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The blood I diop is rather physical 
Than dangerous to me : To Aufidius thus 
I will appear, and iighu 

Lart, Now the fair goddess^ FortaDe, 

Fall deep in love with thee ; and her great charms 
Misguide thy opposeis^ swords 1 Bold gentleman^ 
Prosperity be thy page ! 

Mar, Thy friend no less 

Than those she placeth highest ! — So, farewell. 

Lart. Thou worthiest Marcius !-^ {Egeit Mar. 

Gro, sound thy trumpet in the market-place ; 
Call thither all the officers of the town, 
Where they shall know our mind : Away ! [Exeunt 

SCENE VI,— JVcar ike Camp o/Cominius. 
Enter Gominius and Forces, retreating. 

Com. Breathe you, my friends ; well fought : we are 
come oil* 
Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands, 
Nor cowardly in retire : believe me, sirs, 
We shall be charged again. Whiles we have slruck^ 
By interims and conveying gusts we have heard 
The charges of our friends : — The Roman gods 
Lead their successes as we wish oar own ; 
That both our powers, with smiling fronts encountering. 

Enter a Messenger. 

May give you thankful sacrifice! — ^Thy news? 

Mess. The citizens of Corioli have issued, 
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle : 
I saw our party to their trenches driven. 
And then I came away. 

Com. Though thou speak'st truth, 

Methinks thou speak^st not well. How long is 't since f 

Mess. Above an hour, my lord. 

C<nn. T is not a mile ; briefly we heard their drums I 
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How couldst thou in a mile confound an hour, 
And bring thy news so latef 

Jfeas. Spies of the Voices 

Held me in chase, that I was forc'd to wheel 
Three or four miles about ; else had I, sir, 
Half an hour since brought my report. 

JSnter Mabcius. 

Com, Who 's yonder, 

That does appear as he were flayed ? O gods ! 
He has the stamp of Marcius ; and I have 
Before-time seen him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late f 

Com. The shephenl knows not thunder from a tabor. 
More than I know the sound of Marcius" tongue 
From every meaner man. 

Mar. Come I too late f 

Com. Ay, if yon come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar. O ! let me clip you 

In arms as sound as when I woo'd ; in heart 
As merry aa when otur nuptial day was done, 
And tapers bum'd to bedward. 

Com. Flower of warriors, 

How is 't with Titus Lartius ¥ 

Mar. As with a man busied about decrees : 
Condemning some to death, and some to exile ; 
Ransoming him, or pitying, threat'ning tlie other ; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 
Even like a fawning greyhound in the leash, 
To let him slip at will. 

Com, Where is that slave 

Which told me they had beat you to your trenches t 
Where is he? Call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone. 

He did inform the truth : But for our gentlemen, 
The common file^ (A plague !— Tribunes fbr them !> 
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The mouae ne'er shunned the cat as they did budge 
From rascaU wotee than they. 

Com, Bat how prevaird yoa? 

Mar, Will the time serve to tell f I do not think : 
Where is the enemy 9 Are you lords o* the field f 
If not, why cease you till you are so f 

Com. Marcius, we have at disadvantage fought^ 
And did retire, to win our purpose. 

Mar, How lies their battle f Know you on which 
side 
They have plac*d their men of trost f 

Com, Am I guess, Ifareius, 

Their hands in the vaward are the Antiates, 
Of their best trust ; o*er them Aufidius, 
Their very heart of hope. 

Mar. I do beseech you, 

By all the battles wherein we have fought, 
By the blood we have shed together, by the vows 
We have made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me against Aufidius, and his Antiates : 
And that you not delay the present ; but, 
Filling the air with swords advanced, and darts, 
We prove this very hour. 

Com. Though I could wish 

You were conducted to a gentle bath, 
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking; take your choice of those 
That best can aid your action. 

Mar, Those axe they 

Tliat most are willing : — If any such be her^ 
(As it were sin to doubt,) that love this painting 
Wherein you see me smear'd ; if any fear 
Lesser his pecson than an ill report ; 
If any thins brave death outweighs bad life. 
And that his country *s dearer than himself; 
Let him alone, or so many so minded. 
Wave thus, [waiving hi» hand] to express his disposition, 



d by Google 



ScEKX VII.] OORIOLANUS. ^ 

And IbUoir Bliarcius. 

[Tkey all thout, and teaoe their ateorda ; take 
him 1^ in their arms, and east up their caps. 
O mo, alone ! Make you a mrord of me ? 
If these ahows be not outward, which of you 
But is four Voices t None of you but is 
Able to bear against the great Aufidius 
A shield as hiJd as his. A certain number, 
Though thanks to all, must I select from all : the rest 
Shall bear the business in some other fight. 
As cause will be obey'd. Please you to march ; 
And four shall quickly draw out my command. 
Which men are best inclined. 

Com. ^ March on, my fellows : 

Make good this ostentatian^ and you shidl 
Divide in aU with us. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VII.— 2%« Gates o/Corioli. 

Titus Lartius, having set a guard upon Gorioli, going 
with a drum and trumpet toward Gominius and 
Caius Mabcxus, enters with a Lieutenant, a party 
o/* Soldiers, and a Scout. 

Lart So, let the ports be guarded; keep your 
duties, 
As I hare set them down. If I do send, despatch 
Those centuries to our aid ; the rest will serve 
For a short holding : If we lose the field, 
We cannot keep tbs town. 

Lieu, Fear not our care, sir. 

Lart, Hence, and shut your gates upon us. — 
Our goider, come ; to the Roman camp conduct us. 

[Exeunt 



d by Google 



so CX>BIOLANtJS. [Act L 

SCENK YUL'—A Field of Battle between the Roman 
and the Volcian Camps, 

Alarum. Enter Marcius and Aupidius. 

Mar. I '11 fight with none but thee ; foi I do hate thee 
Worse than a promise-breaker. 

Auf. We hate alike ; 

Not Afric owns a serpent I abhor 
More than thy fame, and envy : Fix thy foot 

Mar. Let the first budger die the other's slav€^ 
And the gods doom him after ! 

Auf, If I fly, Marcius, 

Halloo me like a hare. 

Mar. Within these three hours, TuIIhs, 

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 
And made what work I pleas'd ; T is not my blood 
Wherein thou seest me mask'd : for thy revenge 
Wrench up thy power to the highest 

Auf. Wert thou the HectOT 

That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny. 
Thou shouldst not scape me here. — 

[Theyjighty and certain Voices come to the 
aid of AuFinius. 
Officious, and not valiant — you have sham'd me 
In your condemned seconds. 

\Exeunt fighting f driven in hy Mabcivs. 

SCENE IX.— rA« Roman Camp. 

Alarum. A retreat is sounded. Flourish. Enter at 
one side, Couinius, and Romans ; at the other side, 
Marcius, with his arm in a scarf and other 
Romans. 

Com, If I should tell thee o'er this Ihy day's work, 
Thou 'It not believe thy deeds : but I '11 report it 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles ; 
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Where g^reat patricians shall attend, and sluug, 
r the end, admire ; where ladies shall be ft-ighted, 
And, gladly qnak'd, hear more ; where the dull tribunes, 
That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours, 
Shall gay, against their hearts, — << Vfe thank the gods, 
Oar Rome hath such a soldier V' — 
Yet cam'st thou to a morsel of this feast, 
Having fully din'd before. 

Enter Titva Lartiits, with his power, from the pursuit, 

Lart. O general, 

Here is the steed, we the caparison : 
Hadst thou beheld— 

Mar. Pray now, no more : my mother, 

Who has a charter to extol her blood. 
When she does praise me grieves me. I have done^ 
As you have done : that *s what I can ; induct 
As you have been ; that 's for my country : 
He that has but effected his good will 
Hath overtaVn mine act. 

Com. You shall not be 

The grave of your deserving : Rome must know 
The value of her own : 't were a concealment 
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducemeut, 
To hide your doings ; and to silence that. 
Which, to the spire and top of praises vouched, 
Would seem but modest : Therefore, I beseech you, 
(In sign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done,) before oiur army bear me. 

Mar. I have some wounds upon me, and they smart 
To hear themselves remembered. 

Com. Should they not, 

Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude, 
And tent themselves with death. Of all the horses, 
(Whereof we have ta'en good, and good store,) of all 
The treasure, in this field achieved, and city. 
We render you, the tenth; to be ta'en forth, 
VOL. X. 
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Before the common dutribntioD, 
At your only choice. 

Mar. I thank you, general ; 

Bat cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe to pay my mrord i I do refuse it ; 
And stand upon my common part with those 
That have bdield the doiog. 

[A long flourish. They aU crtf, Marcius ! 
Marcius! cast up their caps and lances: 
ComNivs and Lastius stand hare. 

Mar. May these same instruments, which you pro- 
fane. 
Never sound more, when drums and trumpets shall 
I* the field prove flattereis ! Let courts and cities be 
Made all of false-fac'd soothing, where steel grows soil 
As the parasite's silk ! 

Let them be made an overture for the wars I' 
No more, I say I For that I have not wash'd 
My nose that bled, or foiVd some debile wretch, 
Which without note here 's many else haye done, 
You shout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical : 
As if I lov^d my little should be dieted 
In praises sauc'd with lies. 

*■ We here ventore to make an importaal ehang* ia the 
generally received leading of this pasnge. It is iuvariabty 
printed thus :— 

" May these same instruments, which you proFauc, 
Never sound more I When drums and trumpets shall 
I' the field prove flatterers, let oonrts and cities be 
Mad« all of false-fac'd soothinff I When tMtl grcwrs 
Soft as the parasite's silk, let him be made 
An overture for the wars !** 
Tlie commentators have long notes of explanation ; aud they 
leave the matter more involved than they found it. The 
slight change we have made gives. a perfectly clear meaning. 
Opposed as wo are to editorial licence, we hold ourselves 
keeping within due bounds in substituting where for when, 
and them for Mmi tot there axe several instances of these words 
having been mispciDted ia the original copies. 
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Cotru Too modest are yoa ; 

More cruel to your good report than grateful 
To us diat give yon truly : by your patience, 
If 'gainst yourself you be incensed, we IX put you 
(Like one that means his piroper harm) in manacles, 
Then reason safely with you. — Therefore, be it known, 
As to us, to all the world, that Gaius Marcius 
Wean this war's garland : in token of the which 
My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him, 
With all his trim belonging ; and, ^m this time, 
For what he did before Gorioli, call him, 
With all the applause and clamour of the host, 
Caivs Marcius CoRiOLAinTB. — 
Bear the addition nobly ever ! 

[Flourish. Trumpets sound, mid drums. 

AU, Caius Marcius Goriolanus ! 

Cor. I will go wash ; 
And when my face is fair, you shall perceive 
Whether I blush, or no : Howbeit, I thank you : — 
I mean to stride your steed ; and, at all times, 
To undercrest your good addition. 
To the fairness of my power. 

Com, So, to our tent : 

Where, ere we do repose us, we will write 
To Rome of our success. — ^Tou, Titus Lartius, 
Must to Gorioli back : send us to Rome 
The best, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ouis. 

Lart. I shall, my lord. 

Cor, The gods begin to mock me. I that now 
Refused most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord general. 

Com. Take it : 't is yours.— What is 't 1 

Cor. I sometime lay, here in Gorioli, 
At a poor man*s house ; he us'd me kindly : 
He cried to me ; I saw him prisoner ; 
But then Aufidius was within my view. 
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And wrath o'erwhelm'd my pity : I request you 
To give my poor host freedom. 

Com, O, well begg'd I 

Were he the butcher of my sod, he should 
Be free as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 

Lai't, Marcius, his name f 

Cor. By Jupiter, forgot !— 

I am weary ; yea, my memory is tir d. — 
Have we no wine here? 

Com. Go we to our tent : 

The blood upon your visage dries : *t is time 
It should be look'd to : come. [Exeunt. 

SCENE X.—The Camp of the Voices. 

A flourish. Comets. £nfer TuLLUsAuFiDiusjdfoorfy, 
with Two or Three Soldiers. 

Auf. The town is ta'en ! 

1 Sol. 'T will be deliver'd back on good condition. 

Auf. Condition f — 
I would I were a Roman ; for I cannot, 
Being a Voice, be that I am. — Condition ! 
Wliat good condition can a treaty find 
I' the part that is at mercy f Five times, Marcius, 
I have fought with thee ; so often hast thou beat me ,• 
And wouldst do so, I think, should we encouiter 
As often as we eat. — By the elements. 
If e'er again I meet him beard to beard. 
He is mine, or I am his : Mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in 't it had : for where 
I thought to crush him in an equal force, 
(True sword to sword,) 1 11 potch at him some way ; 
Or wrath, or craft, may get him. 

I Sol. He's the devil. 

Auf. Bolder, though not so subtle: My valour's 
poison'd, 
With only suffering stain by him ; for him 
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Shall fly out of itself: nor sleep, nor sanctuary, 

Being naked, sick : uor fane, nor Capitol, 

The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice, 

Embiarquements* all of fury, shall lift up 

Their rotten privilege and custom 'gainst 

My hate to Marcius : vrhere I find him, were it 

At home, upon my brotlier's guard, even there. 

Against the hospitable canon, would I 

Wash my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to the city j 

Learn bow 't is held ; and what they are that must 

Be hostages for Rome. 

ISoL Will not you go? 

Auf. I am attended at the cypress grove 
I pray you, ('t is south the city mills,) bring me word 

thither 
How the world goes ; that to the pace of it 
I may spur on my journey. 

1 SoL I shall, sir. [Exeunt, 

^ £m(arga«m«nt«— embargoes. 



.r-*:ii ' ^<«-!:;^~'..a^„,^. 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I.— Rome. A public Place. 
Enter Mbnskiub, Sicikiub, and Brutus. 

Men, The augurer tells me we shall have news tih 
night 

Bru, Good, or bad ¥ 

Men, Not according to the prayer of the people^ for 
they love not Marcius. 

Sic, Nature teaches beasts to know their friends. 

Men, Pray you, who does the wolf lore ? 

Sic. The lamb. 

Men, Ay, to devoiur him ; as the hungry plebeians 
would the noble Marcius. 

Bru. He 's a lamb indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men. He *8 a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. 
You two are old men ; tell me one thing that I shall 
ask you. 

Both Trib, Well, sir. 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor in, that you 
two have not in abundance f 

Bru, He ^s poor in no one fault, but stored with alL 

Sic, Especially in pride. 

Bru, Aiid topping all others in boasting. 

Men, This is strange now : Do you two know how 
you are censured here in the citji I mean of us o' the 
right-hand file ? Do you t 

Both Trib, Why, how are we censured t 

Men. Because you talk of pride now, — Will you not 
be angry? 

Both Trib, Well, well, sir, well ! 

Men, Why, 't is no great matter : for a very little 
thief of occasion will rob you of a great deal of patience : 
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give your dupositioa the reiiu, and b« angry at yoaat 
pleasures; at the least, if you take it as a pleasure to 
you, in being so. You blame Marcius for being proud? 

Bru, We do it not alone, sir. 

Men, I know you can do very little alooe; for your 
helps are nuuiy ; or else your actions woidd grow won- 
drous single : your abilities are too infimt-like for doing 
much alone. Ton talk of pride : O, that you could 
turn your eyes towards the napes of your necks,* and 
make but an interior survey of your good selves! O, 
that you could ! 

.Bftf. What then, sir! 

Men, Why, then you should discover a brace of un- 
meriting, proud, violent^ testy magistrates, (alias, &ols,) 
as any in Borne. 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men. I am known to be a humorous patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of 
allaying Tyber in 't ; said to be something impeifect^ 
in fiivouring the first complaint : hasty, and tinder- 
like, upon too trivial motion : one that converses more 
with the buttock of the night than with the forehead of 
the morning. What I think I utter ; and spend my 
malice in my breath : Meeting two such weals-men as 
you are^ (I cannot call you Lycurguses,) if the drink 
you give m^ touch my palate adversely, I make a 
crooked face at it. I cannot say your worships have 
delivered the matter well, when I find the ass m com- 
pound with the major part of your syllables : and though 
i must be content to bear with thof e that say you are 
reverend grave men, yet they lie deadly that tell you 
have good &ce8. If you see this in the map of mr 
microcosm, follows it that I am known well enough 

* Johnson explains, " with allusion to the fable whleh says 
that every man has a bag hanging b^ore him in which he puts 
his neighbour's faults, and another behind him ,in which he 
stows his own.** 
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tool Wfaftt harm can your bisson* conspectuities 
glean out of this character, if I be known well enough 
too? 

Bt'U, G)me, sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men, You know neither me, yourselves, nor anything. 
You are ambitious for poor knaves^ caps and legs ; you 
wear out a good wholesome forenoon in hearing a cause 
between an orange- wife and a fosset-seller ; and then 
rejourn the controversy of three-pence to a second day 
of audience. — When you are hearing a matter between 
party and party, if you chance to be pinched with the 
colic, you make faces like mummers ; set up the bloody 
flag against all patience ; and, in roaiing for a chamber- 
pot, dismiss the controversy bleeding, the more entangled 
by your hearing : all the peace you make in their cause 
is, calling both the parties knaves : You are a li&ii of 
strange ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well underetood to be a 
perfecter giber for the table, than a necessary bencher 
in the Capitol. 

Men, Our very priests must become mockers, if they 
shall encounter such ridiculous subjects as you are. 
When you speak best unto the purpose, it is not worth 
the wagging of your beards ; and your beards deserve 
not so honourable a grave as to stuff a botcher's cusliion, 
or to be entombed in an ass's pack-saddle. Yet you 
must be saying, Marcius is proud ; who, in a cheap 
estimation, is worth all your predecessors since Deu- 
calion ; though, peradventure, some of the best of t}iem 
were hereditary hangmen. Good e'en to your worslii^ ; 
more of your conversation would infect my brain, 
being the herdsmen of the beastly plebeians : I will be 
bold to take my leave of you. 

[Brutus and Sicinius retire to the back of the 
scene, 

• Bisson—UiMA, 



Digitized by VjUU^IC 



Sczxx 1.3 COEIOLANUS. M 

Enier Volumkxa, Vibgilia, and Valbhia, 4fc, 
How now, my as fair as noble ladies, (and the moon, 
were she earthly, no nobler,) whither do you follow your 
eyes so fast ? 

Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius ap- 
proaches ; for the love of Juno, let 's go. 

Meii. Ha ! Marcius coming home? 

Vol, Ay, worthy Meuenius; and with most pro- 
sperous approbation. 

Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee* — 
Hoo ! Marcius coming home ! 

Two Ladies. Nay, 't is true. 

Vol, Look, here 's a letter from him ; the state hath 
another, his wife another ; and I think there ^s one at 
home for you. 

Men, I will make my very house reel to-night : — A 
letter for me ? 

Vir. Yes, certain, there 's a letter for you ; I saw 't. 

Me7i. A letter for me? It gives me an estate of 
seven years' health ; in which time I will make a lip 
at the physician : the most sovereign prescription in 
Gralen is but empiricutick,» and, to this preservative, of 
no better report than a horse-drench. Is he not wounded ? 
he was wont to come home wounded. 

Vir. O, no, no, no. 

Vol. O, he is wounded, I thank the gods for H. 

Men. So do I too, if it be not too much : — Brings a 
victory in liis pocket ? — The wounds become him. 

Vol. On 's brows : ^ Menenius, he comes the third 
time home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Has he disciplined Aufidius soundly? 

* Empirieutick, litis is a word coined flrom empiric, and is 
sp«lt in the original *' emj^triekqtitiqiu." 

^ Volumnia here answers the question of Menenius, " brings 
a (he) Tictory in his pocket ?" without noticing the old mairs 
observation about the '* wounds.'' 
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Vol. Titus liOitius writes, — ^they fought together, but 
Aufidius got off. 

Men. And *twa8 time for him too, I *11 warrant him 
that : an he had staid by him, I would not have been 
so fidiused for all the chests in Corioli, and the gold 
that 's in Ihem. Is the senate possessed of this t 

Vol. Good ladies, let *8 go: — ^Yes, .yes, yes : the se- 
nate has letters from the general, wherein be gives my 
son the whole name of the war : he hath in this action 
outdone his former deeds doubly. 

Vol. In troth, there *s wondrous things spoke of 
him. 

Men. Wondrous ! ay, I warrant you, and not with- 
out his true purchasing. 

Vir. The gods grant them true ! 

Vol. True I pow, wow! 

Men. Truet I '11 be sworn they are true : — ^Where 
is he wounded 1 — Grod save your good worships I [To 
the Tribunes, who come fonoard.'] Marcius is conung 
home : he has more cause to be proud. — ^Where is he 
wounded ? 

Vol. V the shoulder, and i' tiie left arm : There will 
be large cicatrices to show the people when he shall 
stand for his place. He received in the lepulse of Tar- 
quin seven hurts V the body. 

Men. One in the neck, and two in the thigh,— 4here 's 
nine that I know. 

Vol. He had, before this last expedition, twenty-five 
voimds upon him. 

Men. Now it *s twenty-seven : every gash was an 
enemy's grave : [ a shout and ^oumA.] Hark! the 
trumpets. 

Vol. These are the ushers of Marcius : before him he 
carries noise, and behind him he leaves tears : 
Death, that dark spirit^ in *s nervy arm doth lie; 
Which, being advanced, declines; and then mcndi«. 
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A Sennet, Trumpets sound. Enter Cominius m\d 
TiTva Lartius; between them^ Coriolanus, 
crovmed with an oaken garland; with Captains, 
Soldiers, and a Herald. 

Her, Know, Rome, that all alone Marciui did fight 
Within Gorioli' gates : where he hath won. 
With lame^ a name to Gains Marcius ; 
These in honour follows, Coriolanus : — 
Welcome to Rome^ renowned Coriolaans ! [Flourish, 

AU. Welcome to Borne, renowned CSoriolanus ! 

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; 
Pray now, no more. 

Com. Look, sir, your mother I 

Cor. O ! you hav^ I know, petition'd all the gods 
For my prosperity. [KneeU 

Vol, Nay, my good soldier, up ! 

My gentle Marciui, worthy Gaius, 
And by deed-achieving honour newly nam*d. 
What is it ? Coriolanus must I call thee 9 
But, O thy wife I 

Cor, My gracious silence^ hail I 

Wouldst thou hare laughed had I come coffined home^ 
That weep'st to see me triumph ? Ah, my dear. 
Such eyes the widows in Conoli wear. 
And mothers that lack sons. 

Men. Now the .gods crown thee ! 

Cor, And live you yetl — O my sweet lady, pardon. 

[To Vauuiia. 

VoiL I know not where to turn; — O welcome home ; 
And welcome, general ; — And you are welcome all. 

Men. A hundred thousand welcomes : I could weep, 
And I could laugh ; I am light and heavy : Welccxne : 
A curse begin at very root of his heart 
That is not glad to see thee ! — ^You are three 
That Borne should dote on : yet, by the faith of men. 
We have some old crab-trees here at home that will not 
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Be grafled to youi relish. Yet welcome, warriors : 
We call a nettle but a nettle ; 
And the faults of fools but folly. 

Com, Ever right. 

Cor, Menenius, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, and go on. 

Cor, Your hand, and yours : 

[To his wife and mother. 
Ere iQ our own house I do shade my head. 
The good patricians must be visited ; 
From whom I have received not only greetings, 
But with them change of honours. 

Vol, I have liv'd 

To see inherited my very wishes, 
And the buildings of my fancy : 
Only there ^s one thing wanting, which I doubt not, 
But our Rome will cast upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good mother, 

I had rather be their servant in my way, 
Than sway with them in theirs. 

Com. On, to the Capitol ! 

[^Flourish, CorneH, Bxetmt in state, as before. 
The Tribunes remain, 

Bru. All tongues speak of him, and the bleared 
sights 
Are spectacled to see him. Your prattling nurse 
Into a rapture * lets her baby cry, 
While she chats him ; the kitchen malkin ^ pins 
Her richest lockram " 'bout her reechy neck, 
Clambering the walls to eye him : Stalls, bulks, windows, 
Are smothered xx^ leads filFd, and ridges hors'd 
With variable complexions : all agreemg 
In earnestness to see him : seld-shown flamens 
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff 

* Boptttrc— fit. 

>> Malkin. A scarecrow, a figure of Ta<;s, is called a mulkin, 

• Lodtram was no doubt a coarse lineu 
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To win a vulgar station : our Teil*d dames 
Ck>mmit the war of white and damask, in 
Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil 
Of Phoebus' burning kisses : such a pother, 
As if that whatsoever god who leads nim 
Were slily crept into his human powers, 
And gave him graceful posture. 

Sic, On the sudden, 

I warrant him consul. 

Bru. Then our office may, 

During his power, go sleep. 

Sic. He cannot temperately transport his lionours 
From where he should begin, and end ; but will 
Lose those he hath won. 

Bru. In that there 's comfort. 

Sic. Doubt not the commoners, for whom we stand. 
But they, upon their ancient malice, will 
Forget, with the least cause, these his new honours ; 
Which that he 11 give them, make I as little question 
As he is proud to do 't. 

Bru. I heard him swear, 

Were he to stand for consul, never would he 
Appear i' the market-place, nor on him put 
The napless * vesture of humility ; 
Nor, showing (as the manner is) his wounds 
To the people, beg their stinking breaths. 

Sic. 'T is right. 

Bru. It was his word : O, he would mbs it, rather 
Than carry it, but by the suit o' the gentry to him, 
And the desire of the nobles. 

Sic. I wish no better 

Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru. 'T is most like, he will. 

Sic. It shall be lo him then, as our good wills ; 
A sure destruction. 

■ i\ra|)i*tt— threadbare. 
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Bru, So it must fall out 

To him, or our authorities. For an end, 
We must suggest the people in what hatred 
He still hath held them ; that, to his power, he would 
Have made them mules, silenced tiieir pleaders, 
And dispropertied their freedoms : hol(Ung them, 
In human action and capacity. 
Of jio more soul, nor fitness for the world. 
Than camels in their war ; who have their provand 
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 
For sinking under them. 

Sic, This, as you say, — suggested 

At some time when his soaring insolence 
Shall teach the people, — (which time shall not want. 
If he be put upon % and that 's as easy 
As to set dogs on sheep,) will be his fire 
To kindle their dry stubble ;* and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Bru. What 's the matter? 

Mess, You are sent for to the Capitol. 
*T is thought that Marcius shall be consul : 
1 have seen the dumb men throng to see him. 
And the blind io hear him speak: Matrons flung 

gloves, ' 

Ladies and maids their scarfs and handkerchiefs. 
Upon him as he passed: the nobles bended, 
As to Jove^s statue ; and the commons made 
A shower and thunder, with their caps and shouts : 
I never saw the like* 

Bru. Let 's to the Capitol ; 

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time. 
But hearts for the event 

Sic, Have with you. [Exetmt, 

• TAif— this plan— is the antecedent to " will be his fire." 
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SCENE II.— 7^0 same. T%e Capitol. 
Enter Two Officers, to lay ctishions, . 

1 Off. Com^ come, they ate almost here: How 
many stand for consul^ps ¥ 

2 Off. Three, they say : bat 't is thought of every 
one Coriolanus will carry it 

1 Off. That 's a brave fellow ; but he *s vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common people. 

2 Off. 'Faith, Ihere have been many great men that 
have flattered the people, who ne'er loved them ; and 
there be many that they have loved, they know not 
wherefore : so that if they love they know not why, they 
hate upon no better a ground : Therefore, for Coriolanus 
neither to care whether they love or hate him, manifests 
the true knowledge he has in their disposition ; and, 
out of his noble carelessness, lets them plainly see 't. 

1 Off If he did not care whether he had their love 
or no,*ne waved indifferently *twixt doing them neither 
good nor harm ; but he seeks their hate with greater 
devotion than they can render it him ; and leaves no- 
tiiing undone that may fully discover him their oppo- 
site. Now, to seem to affect the malice and displeasure 
of the people is as bad as that which he dislikes, to 
flatter them for their love. 

2 Off He hath deserved worthily of his country : 
And his ascent is not by such easy degrees as those who, 
having been supple and courteous to the people, bon- 
neted,* without any further deed to have them at all 

* BametetL Othello says-- 

" My demerits 
May speak, unbonneted.*' 
This is clearlv teithout the bonnet. But in the text before us we 
are told that bonneted also means without the lionnet. Malone 
sayg, " They humbly took off their bonnets without any 
farther deed." The context appears to us to give exactly the 
contrary nwaning : " His ascent is not by such easy degrees as 
those who, Aaem^ been supple and courteous to the people,'* 
put on their bonnets " without any further deed.", 
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into their estiiiuitioin and report : but he hath so planted 
his honours in their ejes, and his actions in their hearts, 
that for their tongues to be silent, and not confess so 
much, were a kind of ingrateful injury ; to report other- 
wise were a malice, that, giving itself the lie, would 
pluck reproof and rebuke from every ear that h«ird it. 

1 Off, No more of him : he is a worthy man : Make 
way, they are coming. 

A Sennet. Enter, toith Lictors before them, Cominius 
the Consul, Mbnenius, Goriolanus, many otJ^ur 
Senators, Sicinius and Brutus. TAe Senators 
take their places ; the Tribunes take theirs also by 
themselves. 
Men. Having determin'd of the Voices, 

And to send for Titus Lartius, it remains, 

As the main point of this our after-meeting, 

To gratify his noble service, that hath 

Thus stood for his country : Therefore, please you, 

Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 

The present consul, and last general 

In our well-found successes, to report 

A little of tljat worthy work performed 

By Caius Marcius Goriolanus ; whom 

We meet here, both to thank, and to remember 

With honours like himself. 

1 Sen. Speak, good Gominius : 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think, 

Ratlier our state 's defective for requital, 

Than we to stretch it out Masters o' the people, 

We do request your kindest ears ; and, after, 

Your loving motion toward the common body, 

To yield what passes here. 

Sic. We are convented 

U|)Oii a pleasing treaty ; and have hearts 

Inclinable to honour and advance 

The theme of our assembly. 

£ru. Which the rather 
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We shall be bless'd to4o^ if he nmeaha 
A kinder yalue of the people than 
He hath hereto priz'd them at 

Men, That 'a off, that 's off ;« 

I would you rather had been silent : Please you 
To hear Gominius speak ? 

Bru. Most willingly : 

But yet my caution was more pertinent 
Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men, He loves your people ; 

But tie him not to be their bedfellow. — 
Worthy Cominius, speak. — Nay, keep your place. 

[CoRiOLANUS rises, and offers to go away, 

1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus ; never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your honours' pardon ; 

I had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than hear say how I got them. 

Brtt, Sir, I hope 

My words dis-bench'd you not. 

Cor, No, sir : yet of>, 

When blows have made me stay, I fled from words. 
You sooth'd not, therefore hurt not : But, your people^ 
I love them as they weigh. 

Men, Pray now, sit down. 

Cor. I had rather have one scratch my head i* the 
sun, 
^Vhcn the alarum were struck, than idly sit 
To hear my nothings monster'd. \Exit Cob. 

Men. Masters o' the people. 

Your multiplying spawn how can he flatter, 
(That 's thousand to one good one,) when you now see 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour. 
Than one of his ears to hear it ? — Proceed, Cominius. 

Com, I shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter'd feebly.— It is held 

* That *s q^T-^^t is nothing to the matter. 

VOL. X. D 
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Tliat yalour is the chiefest virtue, 

And most dignifies the haver : if it be, 

The man I speak of cannot in the world 

Be singly counterpoised. At sixteen years, 

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought 

Beyond the mark of others : our then dictator, 

Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight, 

When with his Amazonian chin he drove 

The bristled lips before him : he bestrid 

An o^erpress'd Roman, and i' the consul's view 

Slew three opposers : Tarquin's self he met, 

And struck mm on his knee :* in that day's feats, 

When he might act the woman in the scene. 

He proved b^t man i' the field, and for his meed 

Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 

Man-enter'd thus, he waxed like a sea; 

And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since, 

He lurched * all swords o* the garland. For this last, 

Before and in 'Covioli, let me say 

I cannot speak him home : He stopped the fliers ; 

And by his rare example made the coward 

Turn terror into sport : as weeds before 

A vessel under sail, so men obeyed, 

And fell below his stem : his sword (death's stamp), 

Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot 

He was a thing of blood, whose every motion 

Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he enter'd 

The mortal gate o' the city, which he painted 

With shunless destiny, aidless came off, 

And with a sudden re-enforcement struck 

Corioli like a planet ; Now all *s his : 

When by and by the din of war 'gan pierce 

His ready sense, then straight his doubled spirit 

Re-quicken'd what in flesh was fatigate, 

• On his knee—do'wn on his knee. 

k Lurch'd, The term is, or was, used in some game of cards, 
in which a completo and easy victory is oallcd a Jnrch, 
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And to the battle came he ; trliere he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
T were a perpetoal spoil t and, till we call'd 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 
To ease his breast with panting. 

Men. Worthy man! 

I Sett. He cannot but with measure fit the honours 
Which we devise him. 

Chm. Our spoils he kicked at ; 

And look'd upon things precious as they were 
The common muck o' the world ; he covets less 
Than misery itself would give; rewards 
His deeds with doing them ; and is content 
To spend the time, to end it. 

Men. He 's right noble ; 

Let him be caird for. 

1 Sen. Gall Goriolanus. 

Off, He dotii appear. 

■Re-enter CoRiOLinus. 

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd 
To make thee consul. 

Cor. I do owe them still 

My life and services. 

Men. It then remains 

That you do speak to the people* 

Cor. I do beseech you, 

Let me o'erleap that.custom ; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wounds' sak^ to give their suffrage : please 

you 
That I may pass this doing. 

Sic. Sir, tlie people 

Must have their voices ; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to *t :— 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom 5 
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And take to you, aB your predecesson have, 
Your honour with your form. 

Cor, It is a part 

Tliat I shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

Bru. Mark you that? 

Cor» To brag unto them, — Thus I did, and thus :— 
Show tliem tlie unaching scars which I should bid^ 
As if I had received them fur the hire 
Of their breath only : — 

Men, Do not stand upon 't. — 

We recommend to you, tribimes of the people, 
Our purpose to them ; — and to our noble consul 
Wish we all joy and honour. 

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour I 

[^Flourish. Then exeunt Senators. 

Bru. You see how he intends to use the people. 

Sic, May they perceive his intent ! He will ret^uiie 
them, 
As if he did contemn what he requested 
- Should be in them to give. 

Bru. Come, we '11 inform them 

Of our proceedings here ; on the market-place 
I know they do attend us. \ Exeunt. 

SCENE HI,— The same. The Market-place. 
Enter several Citizens. 

1 Cit. Once, if he do require our voices, we ought 
not to deny him. 

2 Cii. We may, sir, if we will. 

3 Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it, but it is 
a power that we have no power to do : for if he siiow i» 
his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our 
tongues into those wounds, and speak for them ; so, if 
he tell us his noble deeds, we must also tell him our 
noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monstrous : 
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and for the multitude to be ingrateiiil wejre to tnalce a 
monster of the multitude; of the which, we beings 
memi)er8j should bring ourselves to be monstrous mem- 
bers. 

1 at And to make us no better thought of, a little 
help will serve : for once, when we stood up about the 
com, he himself stuck not to call us the many-headed 
multitude. 

3 Cit. We have been called so of many ; not that 
our heads are some brown, some black, some auburn, 
some bald, but that our wits are so diversely coloured : 
and truly I think if all our wits were to issue out of 
one skull, they would fly east, west, north, south ; and 
their consent of one direct way should be at once to all 
points o* the compass. 

2 Cit. Think you so? Which way do you judge my 
wit would fly? 

3 Cit, Nay, your wit will not so soon out as another 
man's will, 't is strongly wedged up in a block-head ; 
but if it were at liberty, 't would, sure, southward. 

2 Cit. Why that way? 

3 Cit. To lose itself in a fog ; where being three parts 
melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would return 
for conscience* sake, to help to get thee a wife. 

2 Cit, You are never without your tricks : — Yon moy, 
you may. 

3 Cit. Are you all xesolved to give your voices ? But 
that 's no matter, the greater jiart carries it. I say, if 
he would incline to the people, there was never a 
worthier man. 

JEnter Coriolanus aiid Mbnekius. 

Here he comes, and in the gown of humility ; mark his 
behaviour. We are not to stay altogether, but ia come 
by him where he stands, by ones, by twos, and by threes. 
He 's to make his requests by particulars : wherein 
e\'ery one of us has a single honour, in giving him our 
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own Toicet with oar own toogaes : therefore Iblloir me, 
aod I Ul direct you how you shall go by him. 

All. Content, content, [Exeunt 

Men. O sir, you are not right : hare you not known 
The worthiest men have done *t? 

Cor. What must I say f— 

I pray, sir, — ^Plague upon 't ! I cannot bring 
My tongue to such a pace : — Jjook, sir ; — my wounds ;— 
I got diem in my country's service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 
From the noise of our own drums. 

Men. O me, the gods ! 

You must not speak of that : you must desise them 
To think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon me? Hang^em! 

I would they would forget me, like the yiitues 
Which our divines lose by them. 

Men, Ton '11 mar all ; 

I '11 leave you : Pray you^ speak to them, I pray yoo, 
In wholesome mamier. [Eseii, 

Enter two Citizens. 

Cor. Bid them wash their faoes^ 

And keep their teeth clean. — So, here comes a brace. 
You know the causey sir, of my standing here. 

1 at. We do, sir ; tell us what hath brought you 
to^ 

Cor. Mine own desert 

2 Cit. Your own desert 9 

Cor. Ay, not mine own. desire. 

1 Cit. How ! not your own desire? 

Cor. No, sir : 'T was never my desire yet to trouble 
the poor with begging. 

1 at You must think, if we give you anything, we 
hope to gain by you. 

Cor. Well th^, I pray, your price o' the consulship f 

1 at. The price is, to a& it kindly. 
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Cor. Kindly, sir! I piay, let me lia*t: I have 
wounds to show you, which shall be yours in private.— 
Your good voice, sir ; what say you I 

2 Cit, Tou shall have it, worthy sir. 

Cor. A match, sir: — There is in all two worthy 
voices begged : — ^I have your alms ; adieu. 

1 Cit. But this is something odd. 

2 at. An 't were to give again, — ^But 'tis no matter. 

lExewit two Citizens. 

Enter two other Citizens, 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the tune of 
your voices that I may be consul, I have here the cus- 
tomary govm. 

3 CU. You have deserved nobly of your country, and 
you have not deserved nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma? 

3 ca. You have been a scourge to her enemies^ you 
have been a rod to her friends ; you have not, indeed, 
loved the common people. 

Cor. You should account me the more virtuous that I 
have not been common in my love. I will, sir, flatter 
my sworn brother the people, to earn a dearer estimation 
of them; 't is a condition they account gentle: and 
since the wisdom of their choice is rather to have my 
hat than my heart, I will practise tiie insinuating nod, 
and be off to them most counterfeitly : that is, sir, I 
will counterfeit the bewitchment of some populeur man, 
and give it bountifully to the desirers. Therefore, be- 
seech you, I may be consul. 

4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend : and there- 
fore g^ve you our voices heartily. 

3 Cit. You have received many wounds for your 
country. 

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with showing 
them. I will make much of your voices, and so trouble 
you no farther. 
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Both at The gods give you joy, tir> heartily ! 

lExeunL 

Cor, Most sweet voices! — 
Better it is to die, better to starve. 
Than crave the hire which first we do deserve. 
Why in this wolfish gown should I stand here^ 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 
Their needless vouches ? Custom calls me to *t :-— 
What custom wills, in all things should we do *t? 
The dust on antique time would lie unswept, 
And mountainous error be too highly heap'd 
For truth to overpeer. Rather than fool it so^ 
Let the high office and the honour go 
To one that would do thus. — I am half tlirough ; 
The one part sufl'er'd, the other will I do. 

Enter three other Citizens 

Here come more voices. — 

Your voices : for your voices I have fought ; 

Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices, bear 

Of wounds two dozen odd ; battles thrice six 

I have seen and heard of; for your voices 

Have done many things, some less, some more; youx 

voices : 
Indeed, I would be consul. 

5 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go withont any 
honest man's voice. 

G Cit. Therefore let him be consul : The gods give 
him joy, and make him good friend to the people ! 

All. Amen, amen. God save thee, noble ccmsul! 

[Exeunt Citizens. 

Cor, Worthy voices ! 

He-enter Mensnius, vnth Brutus and Sicinius. 

Men, You have stood your limitation; and the 
tribunes 
Endue you with the people*s voice : 
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Remains, tiiaf, in &e official maiks inTested, 
You anon do meet the senate. 

Cor. Is this done f 

Sic. The custom of request you have discharge : 
The people do admit you ; and aie summcm'd 
To meet anon upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where Y at the senate-housed 

Sic. There, Coriolanns. 

Cw, May I change these garments? 

Sic, Tou may, sir. 

C&r. That I 'U straight do ; and, knowing myself 
again, 
Repair to the senate4iouse. 

Men. I '11 keep you company. — ^Will you along ? 

Bru. We stay here for the people. 

Sic. Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Coriol. and Mbnbn. 
He has it now; and by his looks, methinks, 
'T is warm at his heart. 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 

His humble weeds : Will you dismiss the people t 

Re-enter Citizens. 

Sic. How now, my masters? have you chose this 
man? 

1 at. He has our voices, sir. 

Bru. We pray the gods he may deserve your loves. 

2 CU. Amen, sir : To my poor and worthy notice^ 
He mock'd us when he begg'd our voices. 

3 at. Certainly, 
He flouted us downright 

1 at. No, H is his kind of speech, be did not mock us. 

2 at. Not one amongst us, save yourself, but says 
He used us scornfully : he should have show'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds received for his coimtry. 

Sic. Why, so he did, I am sure. 

Cit. No^ no ; no man saw 'em. [Several speak. 
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3 at. He said he had wounds^ which he could show 
in private ; 
And with his hat, thus waring it in scorn, 
* " I would be consul," says he : ^ aged custom, 
But by your Toices, will not so permit me; 
Your voices therefore :" When we granted that, 
Here was,— <^ I thank you for your voices, — thank 

you,— 
Your most swee( voices :—>-now you have left your 

voices, 
I have no further with you ;^ — was not this mockery < 

Sic, Why, either, were jm ignorant to see *t? 
Or, seeing it, of sucIdl childish friendliness 
To yield your voices 9 

Bru. Gould you not have told him, 

As you were lesson'd, — When he had no power. 
But was a petty servant to the state. 
He was your enemy; ever spake agamst 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
I' the body of the weal : and now, arriving 
A place of potency, and sway o* tiie state. 
If he should still malignantly remain 
Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might 
Be curses to yourselves i You should have said 
That as his worthy deeds did claim no less 
Than what he stood for, so his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, 
And translate his malice towards you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have said. 

As you were fore-advised, had touched his spirit 
And tried his inclination ; from him pluck d 
Either his gracious promise, which you might. 
As cause had oalVd you up, have held him to ; 
Or else it would have gall d his surly nature^ 
Which easily endures not article 
Tying him to aught ; so, putting him to lage. 
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Ton should have ta*en the advantage of his chol^^ 
And pass'd him imelected. 

Bru. Did yoa perceive 

He did solicit you in free contempt. 
When he did need your loves ; and do you think 
That his contempt shall not be bruising to you, 
When he hath power to crush i Why, had your bodies 
No heart among you ? Or had you tongues, to cry 
Against the rectorship of judgment f 

Sic. Have you. 

Ere now, denied the asker 1 and, now again. 
On him that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your sued-for tougues ¥ 

3 at He ^8 not confirmed, we may deny him yet. 

2 at And will deny him : 
I *11 have five hundred voices of that sound, 

1 at I twice five hundred, and their friends to piece 
'em. 

Bru. Gret you hence instantly ; and tell those friends^ 
Th^ have chose a consul that will from them take 
Their liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than4dog8, that are as often beat for barking 
As therefore kept to do so. 

Sic. Let them assemble ; 

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 
Tour ignorant election : Enforce his pride^ 
And his old hate unto you : besides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed : 
How in his suit he scorn'd you : but your lovei^ 
Thinking upon his services, took from you 
The apprehension of his present portanoe, 
Which most gibingly, ungravely, he did fashion 
Affcer the inveterate hate he bears you. 

Bru. Lay a fault on us, your tribunes, that we 
laboured 
(No impediment between) but that you must 
Cast your election on him. 
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Sic. Say, you chose bim 

More after our commandment^ than as guided 
By your own true affections ; and that^ your minds 
Pre-occupied with what you rather must do 
Than what you should, made you against the grain 
To voice him consul : Lay the fault on us. 

Brti. Ay, spare us not Say we read lectiues to yoo, 
How youngly he began to serve his country, 
How long continued : and what stock he springs of, 
The noble house o^ the Marcians ; from whence came 
That Ancus IVfarcius, Numa's daughter's son, 
Who, after great Hostilius, here was king : 
Of the same house Publius and Quintus were, 
That our best water brought by conduits hither ; 
[And Censorinus, darling of the people,] *■ 
And nobly nam'd so, twice being censor, 
Was his great ancestor. 

Sic. One thus descended, 

That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances : but you have found, 
Scaling his present bearing with his past, 
Tliat he 's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your sudden approbation. 

Brti. Say, you ne'er had done \ 

(Harp on that still,) but by our putting on : 
And presently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to the CapitoL 

Cit. We will so : almost all repent in their election. 
[Several speak. Exeunt Citizens. 

Bru. Let them go on ; 
This mutiny were better put in hazard, 

*■ The line in brackets is not in the original, but was supplied 
by Pupe. Something is clearly waniin}; to connect with *' twice 
being censor ;*' and Plutarch tells us wlio was " nobly named:" 
— ** Censorinus also came of that family, that was so sumamed 
because the people had chosen him censor twice.*' 
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Than stay, past doubt, for greater : 

If, as his nature is, be fall in rage 

With their refusal, both observe and answer 

The vantage of his anger. 

Sic. To the Capitol ! 

Come ; we *11 be there before the stream o^ the people ; 
And this shall seem, as partly ^t is, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. [^Exeunt, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— TAe same, A Street 

Coitiets. Enter Goriolanus, Mbnbnitts, Commus, 
Titus Lartius, Senaton, and Patricians. 

Cor. TuUus Aufidius then had made new head I 

Lart. He had, my lord ; and that it was which caus'd 
Our swifter composition. 

Cor. So then the Voices stand but as at first ; 
Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make road 
Upon us again. 

Com, They are worn, lord consul, so 

That we shall hardly in our ages see 
. Their banners wave again. 

Cor. Saw you Aufidius ? 

Lart. On safeguard he came to me; and did curse 
Against the Voices, for they had so vilely 
Yielded the town : he is letirM to Antium. 

Cor, Spoke. he of me ? 

Lart. He did, my lord. 

Cor. How? what? 

Lart. How often he had met you, sword to sword : 
Tliat of all things upon the earth he hated 
Your person most : that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeless restitution, so he might 
Be call'd your vanquisher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he ? 

Lart, At Antium. 

Cor. I wish I had a cause to seek him there. 
To oppose hia hatred fully. — Welcome home. [ To Lart, 

Enter Sicinius and Brvtus. 
Behold ! these are the tribunes of the people. 
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The tongues o* the common mouth. I do despise them ; 
For they do prank them in authority, 
Against all noble sufferance. 

Sic, Pass no further. 

Cor, Ha! whatistiiat? 

Bru, It will be dangerous to go on : no further. 

Cor. What makes this change? 

Men. The matter I 

Com. Hath he not pass'd the noble and the common ? 

Bru. Gominius, no. 

Cor. Have I had children's voices ? 

1 Sen. Tribunes, give way ; he shall to the market 
place. 

Bru. The people are incensed against him. 

Sic, Stop, 

Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor. Are these your herd ?— 

Must these have voices, that can yield them now, 
And straight disclaim their tongues ¥<^What are your 

offices! 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ? 
Have you not set them on| 

Men. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purxxM'd thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility : 
Suffer it, and live with such as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will be mVd. 

Bru. Call 't not a plot : 

The people cry you mock'd them ; and, of late, 
When com was given them gratis, you repin'd ; 
ScandaVd the suppliants for the people ; calVd them 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 

Cor. Why, this was known before. 

Bru. Not to thera all. 

Cor. Have you informed them sithence ?» 

Bru. How ! I inform them 

" Sithence'-^mQe. 
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Com. You arc like to do such biuiness."- 

Bru. Not unlik^ 

Each way, to better yours. 

Cor. Why then should I be consul ? By yon clouds, 
Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow tribune. 

Sic. You show too much of that 

For which the people stir : If you will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire your wayi 
Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit ; * ' 

Or never be so noble as a consul, 
Nor yoke with him for tribune. 

Men. Let ^s be calm. 

Com, The people are abus'd^ — ^set on.^ — ^This paU^iing 
Becomes not Rome; nor has Coriolanus 
Deserved this so dishonoured rub, laid falsely 
I' the plain way of his merit. 

Cor. Tell me of com ! 

This was my speech, and I will speak 't again; — 

Men, Not now, not now. 

1 Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now. 

Cor. Now, as I live, I wijl. — My nobler friends^ 
I crave their jiardons : 
For the mutable, rank-scented many, 
Let them regard me as I do not flatter. 
And therein behold themselves : I say again. 
In soothing them we nourish 'gainst our senate 
The cockle <^ of rebellion, insolence, sedition, 
Which we ourselves have plough'd for, sow'd and scat- 
tered. 
By mingling tiiem with us, the honoured number ; 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which they have given to beggars. 

3Ien. Well, no more. 

* This interpositiou of Gominins is ftcourding to the old copy* 

*> S«t OR— stirred up. 

• Cookie— tk «-eed amonfcst the corn. 
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1 Sen. No more word^ we beseech yott. 

Cor, How! no more f 

As for my comitry I have shed my blood, 
Mot fearing^ outward force, so shall my lungs 
Coin wordfl till their decay, agamst those meazels, 
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 

Bru. You speak o* the people as if you were a god 
To punish ; not a man of their infirmity. 

Sic. 'T were well we let the people know 't 

Men. What, whatf his cholerf 

Cor. Choler! 
Were I as patient as the midnight sleep, 
By Jove, *t would be my mind ! 

Sic. It is a mind 

That shall remain a poison where it is, 
Not poison any further. 

Cor. Shall remain ! — 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows t mark you 
His absolute shaUf 

Com. T was from the canon. 

Cor. ' Shall! 

O good, but most unwise patricians, why. 
You grave, but reckless senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to choose an officer. 
That with his peremptory shall, being but 
The horn and noise o' the monsters, wants not spirit 
To say he 11 turn your current in a ditch, 
And make your channel his % If he have power, 
Then vail • your ignorance : if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity. If you are learned. 
Be not as common fools ; if you are not, 
Let them have cushions by you. You are plebeians. 
If they be senators : and they are no less, 
When both your voices blended, the greatest taste 
Most palates theirs. They choose their magistrate ; 
• Fai7— bow down. 
TOL. X. B 
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And such a one as he, who pi^ts hit ah^Ul^ 
Hig popular shaU, against a graver bench 
Than ever frown'd in Greece ! By Jove himself, 
It makes the oonsuls base ! and my soul aches 
To know, when two authorities are up, 
Neither supreme, how soon confusion 
May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. 

Com, Well«— on to the mwket-plaoe. 

Cor. Whoever gave that counsel to give fotth 
The com o' the stordiouse gratis, as *t was used 
Sometime in Ghreece, — 

Men, Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. Though there the people had more abeolute 
power, 
I say, they nourished disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state. 

Bru, Why shall the people give 

One that speaks thu% their voice 9 

Cor, 1 11 give my reasons, 

More worthier than their v<Hce8. They know the com 
Was not our recompense ; resting well assured 
They ne'er did service for 't : Being pressM to the war, 
Even when the navel of the state was touch'd. 
They would not thread the gates : this kind of service 
Did not deserve com gratis : being i' the war. 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they show'd 
Most valour, spoke not for them : The aocusatioa 
Which they have often made against the senate. 
All cause unborn, could never be the native 
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then) 
How shall this bosom multiplied digest 
The senate's courtesy f Let deeds express 
What 's like to be their words :— « We did request it; 
We are the greater poll, and in true fear 
They gave us our demands :"— Thus we debase 
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble 
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Call our cawa, lean : which will in time 
Break ope the locks o* the senate, and bring in 
The C10W8 to peck the eagles. 

Men. Come, enough. 

Bru, Enough, with OTer-meavnre. 

Vor*^ No, take more : 

What may be sworn by, both dirine and human, 
Seal what I end withal ! — This double worship,— 
Where one part does disdain with cause, the other 
Insult without all reason ; whexe gentry, titles wisdom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance, — it must omit 
Real necessities, and give way the while 
To unstable slightnen : poipose so barred, it follows 
Nothing is done to purpose : Therefore^ beseech you,-~- 
You that will be less feaiful than discreet ; 
That love the fundamental part of state 
More than you doubt the change on *t; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wish 
To jump *■ a body with. a dangerous physic 
That 'fl sure of death without it, — at once pluck out 
The multitudinous' tongue, let them not lick 
The sweet which is their poison : your dishonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become it ; 
Not having ^e power to do the good it would. 
For the ill which doth control it. 

Bru. He has said enough. 

Sic, He has spoken like a traitor, and shall answer 
Ab traitors do. 

Cor, Thou wretch ! despite overwhelm thee !^> 
What should the people do with these bald tribunes? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench : In a rebellion, 
When what 's not meet, but what must be, was law, 
Then weee they chosen ; in a better hour, 
* J»mp— 4n the sense of ri«k. 
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Let what is meet be said, it must be meet, 
And tbrow their power i' the dust. 

Bint, Manifest treason ! 

Sic, This a consul ? no. 

Bi-u. The Aidiles, ho I — let him be apprehended. 

Sic. Go, call the people ; ^JEzit Brutus] in whose 
name, myself 
Attach thee, as a traitorous innovator, 
A foe to tlie public weal : Obey, I charge tliee, 
And ibllow to thine answer. 

Cor. Hence, old goat ! 

Sen. and Pat. We 11 surety him. 

Com. Aged sir, hands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I shall shake thy bones 
Out of thy garments ! 

Sic, Help, ye citizens ! 

Re-enter Brutus, with the .^Ediles, and a rabble of 
Citizens. 

Men. On both sides more respect. 

Sic. Here *s he that would take from you all your 

power. 
Bru. Seize him, .^kliles ! 
Cit. Down with him, down with him ! 

[Several apeak. 
2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons 1 

[^Thei/ all bustle about Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens! — what, hoi . 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 

Cit. Peace, peace, peace; stay, hold, peace! 
Men. What is about to be? — I am out of breath ; 
Confusion ^s near : I cannot speak : — You, tribunes 
To the people* — Coriolanus, patience :— 
Speak, good Sicinius. 

Sic, Hear me, people ;— Peace f 

at. Let 's hear our tribune : — ^Peace! Speak, speai^ 
speak! 
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Sic. You are at point to lose your liberties : 
Marcius would have all from you ; MarciuSy 
Whom late you have nam'd for consul. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie! 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

I Sen. T9 unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 

Sic. What is the city but the people ? 

Cit. True, 

The people are the city. 

Bru. By the consent of all, we were established ' 
The people's magistrates. 

Cit. You so remain. 

Men, And so are like to do. 

Com, Tliat is the way to lay the city flat ; 
To bring the roof to die foundation ; 
And bury all which yet distinctly ranges, 
In heaps and piles of ruin.* 

Sic. This deserve? death* 

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority, 
Or let us lose it :— We do here pronounce, 
Upon tlie part 0* the people, in whose power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
0/ present death. 

Sic, Therefore lay hold of him ; 

* We give tins speech, as in the original, to the calm and 
reverend Comiuiiu. Coriolanus is sUoding apart, iu proail and 
Cttllen rage ; and yet tlie modem editors pat these four lines 
in his mouth, as if it was any part of his character to ax^iie 
with the pepple about the prtidende of their conduct. The 
editors continue this change in the persons to whom the 
speeches are aasigpt^. without the slii^htest regard, as it appears 
to URs to the exquisite characterisation of the poet. Amidst all 
this tumult the first words which Coriolanus nttcrs, according 
to the original copy, are, ** No, I 'U die here.** lie again con- 
tinues silent; but the modem editors must ha^e him talking : 
and so ihey put in his mouth the calculating sentence, " We 
have as many friends ai enemies," and the equally character- 
istic talking 6f MeneniuB'-*' I would they were barbarians." 
We> havo left all these passages preeisely as they are io the 
original. 
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Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into destmction caat him. 

Bru. iCdiles, seixe him ! 

at. Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men, Hear me one word. 

Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word. 

JEdi, Peace, peace ! 

Men. 3Be that you seem, truly your country ^g friend, 
And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redress. 

Bru. Sir, those cold ways. 

That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous 
Where the distese is violent :— Lay hands upon him. 
And bear him to the rock. 

Cor. No; I '11 die here. [Dratoinff hia sword. 

There 's some among you have beheld me fighting ; 
Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen me. 

Men. Down with that sword ! — ^Tribunes, withdraw 
a while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men. Help Marcius ; help. 

You that be noble : help him, young and old ! 

CU. Down with him, down with him ! 

[In tkis mutiny, the Tribunes, the iEdiles, 
and the people tire beat in. 

Men. Go, get you to your house ; be gone, away ; 
All will be naught else. 

2 Sen. Get you gone. 

Com. Standfast; 

We have as many friends as enemies. 

Mefi. Shall it be put to that t 

I Sen. The gods forbid! 

I prithee, noble friend, home to thy house ; 
Leave us to cure this cause. 

Men. For *t is a sore upon us. 

You cannot tent yourself: Begone, 'beseech you. 

Com. Come, sir, along with us. 
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Men, I would they were barbariang, (at they are^ 
Though in Rome littered,) not Romans, (at they an 

not, 
Though calv*d i* the porch o' the Gapitol.>^Be gone ; 
Put not your worthy rage into your tongue ; 
One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fidr ground I could heat ibrty of them. 

Men. I could myself take op a brace of the b«rt of 
them ; yea, the two tribunes. 

Com, But now 't is odds beyond arithmetic ; 
And manhood is call'd fbolery, when it stands 
Against a falling &bric.— Will you hence 
Before the tag retam t whose rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and overbear 
What they are used to bear. 

Men, Pray you, he gone : 

111 try wheliher my old wit be in request 
With those that have but little ; this must be patched 
With cloth of any colour. 

Com, ^&7> come away. 

[Exeimt CoRiOLANUs, Gokznivs, (md others, 

1 Pat, This man has marr'd his fortune. 
Men, His nature is too noble for the world : 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart 's his 

mouth : 
What his breast forges that his tongue must v«nt ; 
And, being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. [A noite toUhin 

Here 's goodly work ! 

2 Pat, I would tiiey were a-bed ! 

Men. I would they were in Tyber! — What, the 
vengeance, 
Could he not speak them fair 9 

Re-enter Brutus and Sioinius, with the rabble. 
Sic, Where is this viper, 
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That would dcpopulatt the city. 
And be every man himself? 

Men. You worthy tribunes,— 

Sic, He shall be thiown down the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands ; he bath resisted law. 
And therefore law shall scorn him further trial 
Than the severity of the public power, 
Which he so sets at nougat. 

1 Cit. He shall well know 

The noble tribunes are the people's mouths, 
And we their hands. 

Ca. He shall, sure on ^t 

[Several speak together* 

Meiu Sir, sir, — 

Sic, Peace! 

Men. Do not cry havoc, wliere you should but hunt 
With modest warrant. 

Sic. Sir, how comes % tliat you have holp 

To make this rescue? 

Me7i, Hear me speak: — 

As I do know the consul's worthiuess, 
So can I name his faults : — 

Sic. Consul !— what consul ? 

Men, Tlie consul Goriolanus. 

Bru. He consul ! 

at. No, no, no, no, no ! 

Men, If, by the tribunes* leave, and yours, good 



I may be neard, I would crave a word or two; 
The which shall turn you to no fiuther barm 
Than so much loss of time. 

Sic, Speak briefly then ; 

For we are peremptory, to despatch 
This vi^jerous traitor : to Cjject him hence 
Were but one danger $ and to keep him here 
Ota certain death ; therefore it is decreed, 
He dies to>night 



d by Google 



Sens 10 OORIOLANUS. 71 

Men. Now the good gods fbrbid, 

That opr reuowned Borne, whose gratitude 
Towards her deserved children is enroird 
In Jove's own book, like an tmnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own ! 

Sic. He 's a disease that must be cut away. 

Men. O, he ^s a Hmb, that has but a disease ; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, easy. 
What has he done to Rome that 's worthy death ? 
Killing our enemies ? The blood he hatli lost, 
(Which I dare vouch is more than tliat he hath. 
By many an ounce,) he droppM it for his coimtry : 
And what is left, to lose it by his country, 
Were to as all, that do 't, and suffer it, 
A bland to the end o' the world. 

Sic. This is clean kam.* 

Bru, Merely awry : When he did love his country. 
It honoot'd him. 

Men. The service of the foot. 

Being once gangren'd, is not then respected 
For what before it was — ^ 

Bru. We '11 hear no more : — 

Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence; 
Lest his infection, being of catching nature. 
Spread further. 

Men, One word more, one word. 

This tiger-footed rage, wlien it shall find 
The harm of unscann*d sMriftness, will, too late. 
Tie leaden pounds to his heels. Proceed by process ; 
Lest parties (as he is belov'd) break out, 
And sack great Rome with Romans. 

Bru. If it were so, — 

Sic. What do ye talk f 

*■ We take this to mean, nothing to the purpose. 

^ The speech or Menenius is interrupted. He would ask 
whether it were just not to respect the "service" of the 
" gansrenad foot." 
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Have we not had a taste of his obedience f 

Our i^diles smote I oiinelves resisted ! — Come : — 

Men, Consider this ;— he has been bred i* the wafs 
Since he could draw a tword, and is ill schoord 
In bolted language ; meal and bran together 
He throws without distinction. Give me leare, 
I '11 go to him, and undertake to bring htm in paaoe, 
Where he shall answer, by a lawful form^ 
(In peace,) to his utmost periL 

1 Sen. Noble tribunes, 

It is the humane way : the other course 
Will prove too bloody ; and tiie end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sic, Noble Mencnius, 

Be you then as the people's officer :-* 
Masters, lay down your weapons. 

Bru, Go not home. 

Sic, Meet on the market-place : — We '11 attend you 
there: 
Where, if you bring not Marcius, we 11 proceed 
In our first way. 

Men, I '11 bring him to you : — 

Let me desire your company. He must come, 

[To Me Senators. 
Or what is worse will follow. 

1 Sen, Pray you, let *8 to him. 

[Exemi. 

SCENE II.— ii Room in Coriolanus's JSbtws. 
Enter Coriolanus and Patricians. 

Cor, Let them pull all about mine ears ; present me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horses* heels ; 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below the beam of sight, yet will I still 
Be thus to them. 
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Eiiter VoLUMNiA. 

1 Pat, You do the nobler. 

Cor, I moae my mother 
0oes not aj^irore me fbither, who was wont 
To call them woollen yaaiala, things created 
To bay and sell with groals ; to show bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder 
When one bat of my ordinance stood up 
To i^Kak of peace or war. I talk of you ; 



[lb Voldmhia. 
lid 



Why did you wish me milder 9 Woiild you have me 
False to my nature! Ratiier say, I play 
The man I am. 

VoL O, sir, sir, sir, 

I would have had you put your power well ou, 
Before you had worn it out. 

Cor. Let go. 

Vol, Ton might have been enough the man you ar^, 
With striving len to be so : Jjeaaet had been 
The thwartings of your dispositions, if 
Ton had not showed them how you were disposed 
Ere they lack'd power to cms yon. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Vol. Ay, and bum too. 

Enter Msnenitjs and Seoators. 

Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, some- 
thing too rough : 
You must return, and mend it. 

1 Sen. There *s no remedy ; 

Unless, by not so doing, our good city 
Cleaye in the midst, and perish. 

Vol. Pray be counscird : 

I haye a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brain that leaos my use of anger 
To better vantage. 
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Men. Well said, nol)le woman ! 

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o' the time craves it as physic 
For the whole state, I would put mine armour on, 
Which I can scarcely bear. 

Cor. What must I do? 

ditn. Eetum to the tribunes. 

Cor. Well, 

What then? what then f 

Men. Repent what you have spoke. 

Cor. For them ? — I cannot do it to the gods ; 
Must I then do *t to them % 

Vol. ^ You are too absolute ; 

Though therein you can never be too noble, 
But when extremities speak. I have heard you say, 
Honour and policy, like unsever'd friends, 
I' the war do grow together : Grant that, and fell me. 
In peace, what each of them by th' other lose, 
That they combine not there. 

Cor. Tush, tush! 

Meii. A good demand. 

Fol. If it be honour, in your wars, to seem 
The same you are not, (which, for your best ends. 
You adopt your policy,; how is it less, or worse, 
That it shall hold companionship in peace 
With honour, as in war ; since that to both 
It stands in like request? 

Cor. Why force you this ? 

Vol. Because tliat now it lies you on to speak 
To the people ; not by your own instruction. 
Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you. 
But with such words that are but roted in 
Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bosom's truth. 
Now, this no more dishonours you at all, 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, 
Which else would put you to your fortune^ and 
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The hazard of much blood' *— 

I would dissemble with my nature, where 

Mj fortunes, and my friends, at stake, requir'd 

I should do 80 in honour : I am in this, 

Your wife, your son, these senators, the nobles ; 

And you will rather show our general lowts 

How you can frown, than spend a fawn upon theiiiy 

For the inheritance of their loves, and safeguard 

Of what that want might ruin. 

Men. Noble lady! 

Come, go with us ; speak fair : you may salve eo, 
Not what is dangerous present, but the loss 
Of what is past. 

Vol. I prithee now, my son, 

Go to tliem, with this bonnet in thy hand ; 
And thus far having stretched it, (here be witli them,) 
Thy knee bussing the stones, (for in such business 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears,) waving tliy head. 
Which often, — ^thus, — correcting thy stout heart,* 
Noiir humble, as the ripest mulberry 
That will not hold the handling : Or, say to them^ 
Thou art their soldier, and being bred in broils, 
Hast not the soft way, which, thou doot confess^ 
Were fit fbr thee to use, as they to claim. 
In asking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power and person. 

Men* This but done, 

Even as she speaks^ why, their hearts were yours : 

* ThU passage has been a stumbling-block to the commen- 
tators ; and they want to know how the waving the head 
corrects the stout heart. They have forgotten the maxim which 
V^olumnia has just uttered, '*' Action is eloquence.'' She is 
ex|>lainiDg her meauiug by her action :— waving thy head, 
which often wave — thu8--(and she then waves her head several 
times). She adds, *< correcting thy stoat heart," be "humble 
as the lipett mulberry." 
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For tbey have pardons, beings ask^d, a» free 
As words to little purpo9e. 

Vol» Prithee now 

Go, and be rul'd : although I ]uiow thou had^t latber 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery guli^ 
Than flatter him in a bower. Here is Comiaius. 

£71^ Com iNius. 

Com. I have been T the market-place : and, sir, 
'tis fit 
You make strong party, or defend yourself 
By calmness, or by absence ; all *« in anger. 

Men, Only fair speech. 

Com. I think 't will serve, if he 

Can thereto frame his spirit. 

Vol, He must, and will : — 

Prithee now say you will, and go about it 

Cor. Must I go show them my unbaib'd sconce! 
Must I, 
With my base tongue, give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it must bear? WeU, Iwilldot: 
Yet were there but this single plot to lose, 
This mould of Maicius they to dust should grind it, 
And throw it against the wind. — ^To the market-place: — 
You have put me now to such a part, which never 
I shall discharge to the life. 

Com. Gome, come^ we Ul prompt yoa 

Vol. I prithee now, sweet aon, as thou hast said, 
My praises made thee first a soldier, so, 
To have my praise for this, perform a part 
Thou hast not done before. 

Cor, Well, I must do 't : 

Away my disposition, and possess me 
Some harlot's spirit ! My throat of war be tuni*d« 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep ! The smiles of knaves 
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Tent in my cheeks ; and schoolboys* tears take up 
The glasses of my sight ! A beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lips ; and my arm'd knees, 
Who bow'd but in my stirrap, bend like his 
That hath receiy'd an alms ! — ^I will not do 't : 
Lest I surcease to honour mine own .truth. 
And, by my body's action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

Vol, At tliy choice then : 

To beg of thee it is my more dishonour, 
Than thou of them. Gome all to ruin ; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness ; for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 
Thy yaliantness was mine, thou suck'dst it from me; 
But owe thy pride thyself. 

Cor. Pray, be oontsnt ; 

Mother, I am going to the maiket-place ; 
Chide me no more. I '11 mountebank their loyei, 
Cog theur hearts from them, and come home belov'd 
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going : 
Commend me to my wife. I '11 return consul ; 
Or never trust to what my tongue can do 
r the way of flattery, further. 

Vol Do your will. [Exit, 

Com. Away! the tribunes do attend you: ann 
yourself 
To answer mildly ; fbr they are prepar'd 
Widi accusations, as I hear, more strong 
Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is, mildly : — ^Pray you, let us go : 
Let them accuse me by invention, I 
Will answer in mine honour. 

Men, Ay, but mildly. 

Car. Well, mildly be it then ; mildly. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE III.— r/ic Mome. The Market-place. 

Enter Steiwnw tmd Bkutcs. 

Bru. In this point cHarge him home, that he aflecta 
Tyrannical power : If he evade as there, 
Enforce him with his envy to the people ; 
And that the ^il, got on the Antiates, 
Was ne'ei^ distributed. — 

Enter an JBdile. 
What will be come 9 

Aid. He ^8 coming. 

Bj-u. How accompanied ? 

jEd, With old Menenins, and those senaton 
That always favoufd him. 

Sic, Have you a catalogue 

Of all the voices that we have procur'd, 
Set down by the poll ¥ 

uEd. I have ; 't is ready. 

Sic. Have you collected them by tribes i 

uEd. I have. 

Sic. Assemble presently the people hitiiec: 
Ami when they hear me say " It shall be so 
I' the right and strength o' the commoiis»*' be it eithet 
For death, for fine^ or banishment, then let them. 
If I say, fine, cry " fine ;" if death, cry « deatn ; ' 
Insisting on the old prerogative 
And power i' the truth o' tlie cause. 

^d. I shall ialbm tbeu)/ 

Bru. And when such time they have begtm to cry, 
Let them not ceaee^ but with a din confds^d 
Enforce the present execution 
Of what we chstnce to sentence. 

jEd. Very well. 

Sic, Make them be strong, and ready for this htnt^ 
W^hen we shall hap to give 't them. 

Bru. Go about it.— [E^HMdi^^, 
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Put liim to clioler straight : He hath beea U8*d 
Ever to conquer, and to hare his worth 
Of contradicticHi : Being once efaftf *d, he eannot 
Be rein'd again to temperance : then he speaks 
What *8 in his heart : and that i^ there which Ioo1» 
With us to break his neck. 

Etiter CoRioLANus, Mbnskiub, Couinius, Senaton^ 
and Patricians. 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men» Calmly, I do beseech yon. 

Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest piece 
Will bear the knave by the voliune. — The honoured gods 
Keep Some in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men ! plant lov.e among ua ! 
Throng our large temples with the shows of peace. 
And not our streets with war! 

1 Sen. Amen, amen ! 

Men. A noUe wish. 

Re-enter JBdile, vfiih Citizens. 

Sic. Draw n^r, ye people. 

JSd. List to your tnbunes ; audience : Peace, I say ! 

Cor. First, hear me speak. 

Both Tri. Well, say..— Peace, ho I 

Cor. Shall I be cliarg'd no further tlum this j^esent | 
Must all determine here ? 

Sic. I do demand, 

If you submit you to the people's voices, 
AUew their officers, and are content 
To sufifer lawful censure fox such faults 
As shall be prov'd upon you ¥ 

Cor. Z am content. < 

Men. Lo, citizens, he says he is content : 
The warlike service he has done, consider ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which show 
Uke graves V the holy churchyard. 

VOL. X, p 
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Cor. Scratches with brian^ 

Scars to move laughter only. 

Men, Consider further^ 

That when he speaks not like a citizen, 
You find him like a soldier : Do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious soimds, 
But, as I say, such as become a ioldier, 
Rather than envy you. 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 
That being pass'd for consul vrith full voice^ 
I am so dishonoured, that the rery hour 
You take it off again t 

Sic. Answer to us. 

Cor, Say then : 't is true, I ought ao. 

Sic, We charge you, that you have contrived to 
take 
From Rome all seasoned of&ce, and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical J 
For which you are a traitor to the people. 

C(yr. How! Traitor? 

Men. Nay ; temperately : Your promise. 

Cor. The fires i' the lowest hell fold in the people] 
Call me their traitor ! — ^Thou injurious tribune ! 
Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths, 
In thy hands chitcVd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say. 
Thou liest, unto thee, with a voice as fiee 
As I do pray the gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, ^plef * 

at. To the rock ; to the rock with lum ! 

Sic. Peace! 
We need not put new matter to his charge : 
What you have seen him do, and heard him speak. 
Beating your officers, cursmg yourselves, 
Opposing laws with strokes, and here deling 
Those whose great power must try him ; even this, 
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So eriminal, and in tuch capital kind. 
Deserves the extremett death. 

Bru. But since he hath aerv^d well for Borne,— 

Cor. What I do you prate of service 1 

Bni. I talk of that, that know it 

Cknr. Youf 

Men, Is this tfaepromiie that you made your mother f 

Com, Know, I pray you, — 

Cor, I *11 know no further : 

Let Ihem pronounce the steep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, flaying, pent to linger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 
Nor check my courage for what they can give^ 
To have 't with aaying. Good monow. 

Sic, For that he hat 

(As much as in him lies) iiom time to time 
Envied against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away their pow^ ; as now at last 
Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence 
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers 
That do disbibute it : Xn the name o' the people^ 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we^ 
£ven from tnis instant, banish him our city $ 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 
To enter our Rome gates; I' the people's nam^ 
I say it shall be so. 

Ca, Itshallbeso: It shall be so; lethimaway: 
He 's baaish'd, and it shall be so. 

Com, Hear me^ my masters, and my common 
friends ;— • 

Sic, He 's MOteno'd \ no jmnn bearing. 

Com, Let me speak i 

I Ii&ve been consul, and can show, from Rome, 
Her enemies* marks upon me. I do love 
My country's good, with a respect mora tender, 
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More holy and profound, than mine own life^ 
My dear wife's estimate, her womb's increase, 
And treasure of my loins ; then if I would 
Spe^ that— - 

Sic. We know your drift : Speak what? 

Bru, There 's no more to be said, but he is banith*d, 
As enemy to the people and his coimtry : 
It shall be so. 

Cii. It shall be so, it shall be so. 

Cor. You common cry of curs ! whose breath I hate 
As reek o' the rotten fens, whose loves I price 
As the dead carcases of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I banish you ; 
And here remain with your uncertainty I 
Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts! 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes. 
Fan you into despair ! Have the \xm& still 
To banish your defenders ; till, at length, 
Your ignorance, (which finds not, till it feels,) 
Making not reservation of yourselves, 
(Still your own fbes,^ deliver you, 
As most abated captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows 1 Despising, 
For you, the city, thus I turn my back: 
There is a world elsewhere. 

[Exeu7%t CoRioLANUs, GoMiNius, Menknius, 
Senators, and Patricians. 

^d. The people's enemy is gone, is gone I 

CU. Our enemy i» banished I he is gone ! Hoo ] hoo ! 
[ T/ie people 9/uwt, and throw up tkmr eapm. 

Sic. Go, see him out at gates, and follow him, 
As he hath followed you, with all despite ; 
Give him deserv'd Teacation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the city. 

CU. Come, come, let *a see him out at gates ; oome>-» 
The gods preserve our Aoble tribunes I-—Gome« [£xemti^ 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE l.—Tke same. Before a Gate of the City, 

£n^ CORIOLANTS, V0LUMNIA3 VlRGILIA, MeNENIUA, 

CoMiNius, and several young Patricians. 

Cor. Come, leave your tears ; a brief farewell : — the 
beast 
With many heads butts me away. — Nay, mother, 
Where is your ancieot conn^ % you were used 
To say, extremity was the trier of spirits ; 
That common chances common men could bear ; 
That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Show'd mastership in floating: fortune^s blows, 
When most struck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A noble cunning : you were used to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 

Vir, O heavens ! O heavens ! 

Cor. Nay, I prithee, woman,-— 

Vol. Now the red pestilence strike all trades in Rome^ 
And vccQpations perish ! 

Cor. What, what, what I 

I shall be lovM when I am lack'd. Nay, mother, 
Resume tiiat spirit, when you were wont to say. 
If you had been tl^ wife of Hercules, 
Six of his labours you 'd have done,' and sav'd 
Your husband so much sweat. — Cominius, 
Droop not; adieu! — Farewell, my wife ! my mother! 
I '11 do well yet. — Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are Salter than a younger man's, 
Aiid venomous to thine eyes.— -My sometime general^ 
I have seen thee stem, and thou hast oft beheld 
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Heart-hardening spectacles ; tell these tad women, 

*T is fond to wail mevitable strokes, 

As 't is to laugh at them. — My mother, yoa wot well 

My hazards still have been your solace : and 

Believe *t not lightly, (though I go alone, 

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen « 

Makes feared and talk'd of more than seen,) your son 

Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 

With cautelous baits and practice. 

Vol My first* son, 

Whither wilt thou go ? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while : Determine on some couriei, 
More tiian a wild exposure to each chance 
That starts i' the way before thee. 

Cor, O the gods ! 

Com* I ^1 follow thee a month, devise with thee 
Where thou shalt rest, that thou mayst hear of us. 
And we of thee : so^ if the time thrust forth 
A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send 
0*er the vast world, to seek a single man ; 
And lose advantage, which doth ever cool 
I* the absence of the needer. 

Cor, Fare ye well :— 

Thou hast yean upon thee ; and thou art too full 
Of the wars* surfeits, to go rove with one 
That *s yet unbruis'd : bring me but out at gate.— 
Gome, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and 
My ftiends of noble touch, when I am forth. 
Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still ; and never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly. 

- 9fen. That's worthily 

As any ear can hear. — Gome, let 's not weep.«— 

■ The fen is the pestilential abode of the ** lonely dra^a," 
which he makes '* feared and talked of more than seeo." 
^ Fint^ixi the Mnse of nobleit. 
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If I coold ihake oif but one seven yean 

From these old arms and legs, by the good gods, 

I *d with thee every foot I 

Cor, Give me thy hand. 

Gome. [EofetitU. 

SCENE II.— Tfttf some. A Sir9et nettr tkd Gate. 
Enter Sioinius, BsiVTua, and an ^dile. 

Sic. Bid them all home; he^s gone, and we ^11 no 
ftirther. — 
The nobility are vexM, who, we see, have sided 
In his behalf. 

Bru, Now we have shown oiir power, 

Let us seem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. 

Sic, Bid them home : 

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient strength. 

Bru, Dismiss them home. 

[Exit JEdilt. 

Enter Volumnia, Viroxlia, cmd Mbnenivs. 

Here comes his mother. 

Sic. XiCt ^8 not meet her. 

Bm Why? 

Sic. They say she 's mad. 

Bru. They have ta'en note of us : 

Keep on your way. 

Vol. O, you 're well met : The hoarded plague o' the 
gods 
Requite your love ! 

Men. Peace, peace! be not so loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you should bear, 
Nay, and you shall hear some. — Will you be gone i 

[To BauTusu 
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Fu*. You tfafttl stkyiooi [To SicHf.] I would I 
had «be power 
To say so to my husband. 

Sic. Are you mankind ? * 

Vol, Ay, fool: Is that a shame t— Note but Hm 
fbol.— 
Was not a man mj lather ? Hadst thou foxAip 
To banish him that struck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou hast spoken words? 

Sic. O blessed heavens I 

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wise words j 
And for Rome's good. — 1 11 tell thee what ; — Yet go ; — 
Kay, bat thou shalt stay too : — I would my son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good sword in his hand. 

Sic. What then? 

Vir. What then I 

He M make an end of thy posterity. 

Vol. Bastards, and all. — 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome ! 

Men. Come, come, peace ! 

Sic, I would he had continued to his country, 
As he began ; and not unknit himself 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru, I would he had. 

Vol. I would he had I T was you incene'd the 
rabble: 
Gats, that can judge as fitly of his worth. 
As I can of those mysteries which heaven 
Will not have earth to know. 

Bru. Pi^y* let us go. 

Fbl. Now, pray, sir, get you gone : 
You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear thb ; 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meanest house in Rome, so far my son, 

■ Mankind. Sicinius asks insultingly whether Volumnia fs 
mankind— a woman with the Toughness of a rasn ? 
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(Tbis lady's hufbaad here, thk, do you tee,) 
Whom you have banish'd, does exceed yoa all. 

Bru. Well, well, we 11 leave you. 

Sic, Why stay we to be baited 

With one that wants her witsf 

Vol, Take my prayers with you. — 

I would the gods had nothing else to do^ 

[Exeunt Tribune!. 
But to confirm my curses I Could I meet them 
But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to 't. 

Men. You have told them home^ 

And, by my troth, you have cause. You 11 sup with 
me? 

Vol. Anger 's my meat ; I sup upon myself,- 
And so shaH starve with feeding.— Gome, let 's go : 
Leave this faint puliDg, and lament as I do, 
In anger,. Juno-like. Come^ come, come. 

Mm. Fie, fie, fie I [Exeunt 

SCENE Ilh-^A Highway betteeen Rome and 
Antium. 

Enter a Roman and a Voice, meeiing. 

Rom. I know you well, sir, and you know me : your 
name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vole. It is so, sir : truly, I have forgot you. 

Rom. I am a Roman ; and my services are, as you 
are, against them : Know you me yet % 

Vole. Nicanor? No. 

Rom, Tlie same, sir. 

Vole. You had more beard when I last iaw you, but 
your favour is well appeared * by your tongue. What s 
the news in Rome % I have a note from the Volcian 
state, to find you out there : You have well saved me a 
day's joiumey. 

* iiFV// (]^|)pMr0tf-«rendeied apparent. 



Digitized by VjUU^IC 



86 CORIOLANUl?, [Act IV. 

Rom, Then hatii been in Rome strange insnrrec- 
tions: the people against the senaton, patriciaos, and 
nobles. 

Vole. Hath been! Is it ended then? Our state 
thinks not so ; they are in a most warlike preparation, 
and hope to come upon them in the heat of their division. 

Rom. The main blaie of it is past, but a small thing 
would make it flame again. For the nobles receive so 
to heart the banishment of that worthy Coriolanus, that 
they are in a ripe aptness to take all power irom the 
people, and to pluck from them their tribunes for ever. 
This lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almost mature 
for the violent breaking out. 

Folc, Coriolanus banished? 

Rom. Banished, sir. 

Vole, You will be welcome with this intelligence, 
Nicanor. 

Rom. The day serves well for them now. I have 
heard it said, the fittest time to corrupt a man's wife is 
when she 's fallen out with her husband. Your noble 
Tullus Aufidius will appear well in these wars, his 
great opposer, Coriolanus, being now in no request of 
his country. 

Vole. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate thus 
accidentally to encounter you : You have ended my 
business, and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I shall, between this and supper, tell you most 
strange things from Rome; all tending to the good of 
their adversaries. Have you an army ready, say youf 

Vole. A most royal one : the centurions, and their 
charges, distinctly billeted, already in the entertain- 
ment,'^ and to be on foot at an hour's warning. 

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and am 
the man, I think, that shall set them in present action. 
So, sir, heartily well met^ and most glad of your com* 
pany, 

* In the «fif«rtouMieiif— under engRgement for pay. 
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Vole. You take my part fnun mei sir ; J have the 
most cause to be glad of yours^ 
Bonu Well, let us go togeUier. [Bxeunt* 

SCENE IV.--^Antiiiin. B^ort Aufidius's House. 

Enter Coriolancs, in mean apparel, disguised and 
muffled. 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium ; City, 
*r is I that made thy widovrs : many an heir 
Of these fair edifices "fore my wars 
Have I heard groan, and drop : then know me not ; 
I^est that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones, 

Enter a Citizen. ' 

In puny battle slay me. — Save you, sir. 

Cit. And you. 

Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, 

Where great Aufidius lies : Is he in Antium 'i 

Cit He is, and feasts the nobles of the state, 
At his house this night 

Cor. Which is his house, 'beseech you f 

Cit, This, here, before you. 

Cor. Thank you, sir ; farewell. 

\^Exit Citizen. 
O, world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now fast sworn, 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 
^Vhose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise, 
Are still together, who, twin, as *t were, in love 
Unseparable, shall within this hour, 
On a dissention of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity : So, fellest foes, 
^yhose passions and whose plots have broke their sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance^ 
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends, 
And interjoin their issues. So with me : — . 
My birthplace hate I, and my love 's upon 
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Thi» enemy town. — I *11 enter : if he slay me, 

He does fair justice ; if he give me way, 

1 11 do his country service. \^Exit, 

SCENE v.— 7%fi same. A Hall in Aufidlus * 
HoiMe, 

Muaic vjithin. Enter a Servant. 

1 Serv. Wine, wine, wine ! What service is here! 

1 think our fellows are asleep. [Exit, 

Enter another Servant. 

2 Serv, Where 's Gotus f my master calls for him. 
Cotus ! [Exit 

Enter Coriolamus. 
Cor^ A goodly house : The feast fmells well ; but I 
Appear not like a guest. 

Re-enter the first Servant. 

1 Serv, What would you have, friend? Wlience are 
you I Here *s no place for you : Pray, go to the door. 

Cor. I have deserved no better entertainment^ 
In being Coriolanus. 

Re-enter second Servant. 

2 Serv. Whence are you, sir ? Has the porter his 
eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to such com- 
panions ? Pray, get you out. 

Cor. Away ! 

2 Serv. A\ta.y ? Get you away. 

Cor. Now thou art troublesome. 

2 Serv. Are you so brave? I '11 have you talked 
with anon. 

Enter a third Servant. JTie first meets him, 

3 Serv. What fellow 's this? 

1 Serv. A strange one as ever I looked on : I cannot 
get him out o' the house : Prithee call my master to 
him. 
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3 Serv, "What have you to do here, fellow ? Pray 
you, avoid the hoase. 
. Cor. Let me but stand ; I will not hurt your hearth. 

3 Serv. What are you? 

Cor. A gentleman. 

3 Serv. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True, so I am. 

3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up some 
other station; here 's no place for yoa^. piay you^ 
avoid : come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go ! and batten on cold 
bits. [Puafies him away. 

3 Serv. What, will you not ? Prithee, tell my mas- 
ter what a strange guest he has here. 

2 Serv. And I shall. [Exit 

3 Serv. Where dwellest thou ? 
Cor. Under the canopy f 

3 Serv. Under the canopy ? 

Cor. Ay. 

3 Serv. Where s that! 

Cor, 1' the city of kites and crows. 

3 Serv. V the city of kites and crows t — What an 
ass it is ! — Then tiiou dwellest with daws too? 

Cor, Noy I serve not thy master. 

3 Serv. How,. sir! Do you meddle with my master? 

Cor. Ay ; 't is an honester service than to meddle 
with tliy mistress : Thou prat'st, and prat'st ; serve with 
thy trencher, hence ! iBecUs him away. 

Enter Auvinius and the second Servant. 

Auf. Where is this fellow ? 

2 Serv. Here, sir ; I *d have beaten him like a dog, 
but for disturbing the lords within. 

Auf. Whence com'st thou I what wouldst thou ? Thy 
name? Why speak'st not? Speak, man: What 's thy 
natne? 

Cor. If, TuUus, lunm^fflinff] not yet thou know'st 
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me, and, leeing me, dwt not think mt for the man I 
am, necessity commands me name myself. 

Atif. What is thy name! [Servants rettre. 

Cor. A namf unmusical to the Volcian's ears, , 
And harsh in sound to thine. 

Auf. Say, what *s thy name*? 

Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in *t ; though thy tackle 's torn, 
Thou show'st a noble vessel : What *i thy name I 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown : Know'tt thon me 
yet I 

Attf. I know thee not : — ^Thy name i 

Car. My name is Caius Marcius, who faath dcme 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices, 
Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus : The painfUl service^ 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surname ; a good memory. 
And witness of the malice and displeasure 
Wliich thou shouldst bear me : only that name remains ; 
The cruelty and envy of the people. 
Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devoured the rest ; 
And suffered me by the voice of daves to be 
Whoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth : Not out of hope. 
Mistake me not, to save my life ; for if 
1 had fear'd death, of all the men i' the world 
I would have Voided thee : but in mere spite, 
To be full quit of those my banishen. 
Stand I before thee here. Then if thou hast 
A heart of wreak " in thee, that will revenge 
Thme own particular wrongs, and stop thove maims 
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee etmighf^ 
And make my misery serve thy turn ; so use it, 
• yr wrt "' re venge. 
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That my revengeful serTicet may prove 

Ajs benefits to thee; for I will fight 

Against my cauker'd country with the spleen 

Of all the under fiends." But if so be 

Thou dar'st not this, and that to prove more fortunes 

Thou art tir'd, then, in a word, I alto am 

Longer to live most weary, and present 

My throat to thee, and to ^y ancient malice : 

Which not to cut would show thee but a fool ; 

Since I have ever followed thee with hate, 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast, 

And cannot live but to thy shame, unleas 

It be to do thee service. 

Auf. O Maicius, Marcius ! 

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should £rom yon cloud speak divine things, 
And say, '< T is true^" I 'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all noble Marcius. — Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash an hundred times hath broke. 
And scar'd the moon with splinters ! Here I clip 
The anvil of my sw(»d ; and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 
As ever in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou firsl^ 
I lov^d the maid I married ; never man 
Sighed truer breath ; but that I see thee here, 
Thou noble thing ! move dances my rapt heart 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars ! I tell thee, 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn. 
Or lose mine arm for *t : Thou hast beat me out ^ 
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters *twixt thyself and me : 

* CTiMisrTlflKfs— fiends below. t> Out— complete. 
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We have been down together in my sleep, 

Unbuckling helms, fieting each other's throat, 

And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy^ Mareius, 

Had we no other quarrel else to Rome, but that 

Tliou art thence banish'd, we Mwuld muster all 

From twelve to seventy ; and, pouring war 

Into the bowels of ungrateful Itome, 

Like a bold flood o'erbeat. O, come, go in, 

And take our friendly senators by the hands ; 

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 

Who am pitpar'd against your territories, 

Though not for Rome itself. 

Cor. You bless me, gods ! 

Auf. Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou wilt have 
Tlie leading of thine own revenges, take 
The one half of my commission ; and set down, — 
As best thou art experienced, since thou know^st 
Thy country's strength and weakness, — ^thine own ways ; 
Whether to knock against the gates of Rome, 
Or rudely visit them in parts remote. 
To fright them, ere destroy. But come in : 
Let me commend thee first to those that shall 
Say, Yea, to thy desires. A thousand welcomes \ 
And more a friend than e'er an enemy ; 
Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand ! Most wiil* 
come! 

^Exeunt Coriolanus and Aixfii>ius. 

1 Serv, [AdvancinffJ] Here 's a strange alteration'! * 

2 Serv, By my hand, I had thought to hare strucken 
him with a cudgel ; and yet my mind gave me, hk 
clothes made a talse report of him. 

1 Serv. What an arm he has i He tuAied me aboiit 
with his finger and his thumb, as one would setup's 
top. 

2 Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that there was some*' 
thing in him : he had, sir, a kind of ^Euse, methoughty— 
I cannot tsU how to term iL 
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1 Serv. Hebftd 8o; looking as it wer«,-^'Would I 
were hanged but J thought there wat moie in him than 
I could thiuk. 

2 Serv, So did I, I '11 be svon : he is sinplj the 
rarest man i* the world. 

1 Serv. I think he is : but a greater soldier than he, 
you wot one. 

2 Serv, Who ? my master f 

1 Serv. Najy it "s no matter for that. 

2 Serv. Worth six of him. 

1 Serv. Nay, not so neither j but I take him to be 
the greater soldier. 

2 Serv. 'Faith, look you, one cannot tell bow to say 
that : for the defence of a town our general is excellent. 

1 Serv. Ay, and for an assault too. 

Re-enter third Servant. 

. 3 Serv. O, slaves, I can tell you news ; news, you 
rascals ! 

1 4* 2 Serv. What, what, what? let 's partake. 

3 Serv. I would not be a Roman, of all nations ; I 
had as lieve be a condemned man. 

1^2 Serv. Wherefore % wherefore f 
3 Serv. Why, here 's he that was wont to thwack 
our. general, — Caius Marcius. 

1 Serv. Why do you say thwack our general? 

3 Sei^, I do not say thwack our general ; but he was 
always good enough for him. 

2 Serv. Come, we axe fellows, and friends : he was 
9rer too hard for him ; 1 have heajxl him say so himself. 

1 Serv. He was too hard for him directly, to say the 
truth on 't : before Corioli he scotched him and notched 
him like a carbonado. 

2 Serv. An he had been cannibally given, he might 
have broiled and eaten him too. 

1 Serv* But more of thy news? 

3 Serv. Why, he is so made on here within, as if he 
VOL. X. o 
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were son and heir to Martf: set at vtppet end o* the 
table : no question asked him by any of the senators, 
but they stand bald before him : Our general himself 
makes a mistress of him ; sanctifies himself with 'a hand, 
and turns up the white 6* the eye to his discourse. But 
the bottom of the news is, our general is cut V the mid- 
dle, and but one half of what he was yesterday ; for the 
other has half, by the entreaty and grant of the whole 
table. He *11 go, he says, and sowle^the porter of 
Borne gates by the ears : He will mow all down before 
him, and leaye his passage polled.^ 

2 Serv. And he *s as like to do 't as any man I can 
imagine. 

3 Serv. Do H? he will do *t : For, look you, sir, he 
has as many friends as enemies : which friends, sir, (as 
it were,) durst not (look you, sir) show themseWes (as 
we term it) his Mends whilst he ^s in directitude.*^ 

1 Serv, Directitude! what's thatf 

3 Serv, But when they shall see^ sir, his crest up 
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their bur- 
rows, like conies after rain, and revel all with him. 

1 Serv, But when goes this forward? 

3 Serv, To-morrow ; to-day ; presently. You shall 
have the drum struck up this afternoon: 't is, as it were, 
a parcel of their feast, and to be executed ere they wipe 
their lips. 

2 Serv, Why, then we shall have a stirring world 
again. Tliis peace is nothing, but to rust iron, increase 
tailors, and breed ballad-makers. 

1 Serv, Let me have war, say I ; it exceeds peacevrt 
far as day does night; it *s sprightly, waking, audible, 
and full of vent. Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy ; 

" Sowle^tk provincial word for pull oafc 

fc Po//cd-cleared. 

c Directitude. . Malone would read dtscreditude. He fliinks 
the servant was not meant to talk absolute nonsense. Why 
then does the other servant ask the meaning of the fine word ? 
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nulled, deaf, sleepy, infenrible; a getter of more 
bastard children tban war *8 a destroyer of men. 

2 Serv. T is so ; and as wars, in some sort^ may be 
said to be a ravisher, so it cannot be denied but peace 
is a great maker of cuckolds. 

1 Serv, Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Serv. Beamn ; because they then less need one 
another. The wars for my money. I hope to see 
Romans as cheap as Volcians. They are rising, they 
are rising. 

AU. In, in, in, in! [Exeunt 

SCENE VI.— Rome. A public Place. 

Enter Sicinics and Brutus. 

Sic, We hear not of him, neither need we fear him ; 
His remedies are tame T the present peace 
And quietness o* the peonle, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends 
Blush that the world goes well ; who rather had, 
Though they themselves did suffer by \ beheld 
Dissentious numbers pestering streets, tluui see 
Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 

Enter MBNimiufl. 

Bn$, We stood to 't in good time. Is this Menenius f 

Sic, 'T is he, 't is he : O, he is grown most kind of 
late. Hail, sir ! 

^091. Hail to you both \ 

Sic, Tour Goriolanus is not much missed but with 
his friends; the commonwealth doth stand; and so 
would do, were he more angry at it 

Men, All 's well ; and might have been much better, 
if he could have temporised. 

Sic* Where is he^ hear you % 
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Men, Nay, I hear nothing ; his mother and his wife 
hear nothing from him. 

Eilter three or four Citizens. 

Cit, The gods preserve you both ! 

Sic. Grood-c*en, our neighbours. 

Bru. 6ood*e'en to yon all, good-e'en to you all. 

1 Cit. Ourselves, our wives, and children, on oui 
knees, 
Are bound to pray for you botli. 

Sic. Live, and thrive ! 

Bru. Farewell, kind neighbours : We wish'd CSorio- 
lanus 
Had lov'd you as we did. 

at. Now the gods keep you! 

Both Tri. Farewell, ^uewell. [Exeunt Citizens* 

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time 
Than when these fellows ran about the streets, 
Crying, Confusion. 

Bru, Caius Marcius was 

A worthy officer i' the war ; but insolent, 
Oercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking. 
Self-loving, — 

Sic. And alTecting one sole throne, 

Without assistance. 

Men. I think not so. 

Sic, We should by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth consul, found it so. 

Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 

Enter JEAWe, 

JEd. Worthy tribunes. 

There is a slave, whom we have put in prison. 
Reports, the Voices with two several powers 
Are enter'd in the Roman territories ; 
And with the deepest malice of the war 
Destroy what lies before them. 
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Men. *T is Aufidius, 

W' ho, hearing of our Marcios^ banishment, 
Thrusts forth his hems again into the world, 
Which were inshell'd when Marcius stood for Rome, 
And durst not once peep out. 

Sic. Come, what talk you of Marcius 9 

Bru. Go see this rumourer whipped. — It cannot be 
The Voices dare break with us. 

Men. Cannot be ! 

We have record that very well it can : 
And three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reason witli the fellow, 
Before you punish him, where he heard this : 
Lest you shall chance to whip your information, 
And beat tlie messenger who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sic. Tell not me : 

I know this cannot be. 

Bru. Not possible. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The nobles, in great earnestness, are going 
All to the senate-house : some news is coming 
Tliat turns their countenances. 

Sic. 'T is this slave ; — 

Go whip him 'fore Ihe people's eyes : — his mising ! 
Nothing but his report 1 

Me4s. Yes, worthy sir, 

The slave's report is seconded ; and more, 
More fearful is delivered. 

Sic. ^ What more fearful ? 

Mess, It Is spoke freely out of many mouths, 
(How probable 1 do not know,) that Marcius, 
Joined with Aufidius, leads a power 'gainst Rome ; 
And vows revenge as spacious as between 
The youngest and oldest thing. 

Stc. This is most likely ! 
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Bru. Rau^d only that the weaker sort may wuh 
Good Marcius home again. 

Sic. The v«ry trick on *t 

Men, This ig milikely : 
He and Aufidius can no more atone,* 
Tlian violentest contrariety. 

Enter another Meuenger. 

Mess. You are sent for to the senate ; 
A fearful army, led by Gaius Marcius, 
Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories ; and have already, 
Overborne their way, consumed with fire, and took 
What lay before them. 

Enter GoMiNiUfi. 

Com. O, you have made good work ! 

Men. What news f what news f 

Com. You have holp to ravish your own daughten> 
and 
To melt the city leads upon your pates ; 
To see your wives dishonoured to your noses j^- 

Men. What *s the news f what 's the news f 

Com. Your temples burned in their cement ; and 
Your franchises, whereon you stood, confined 
Into an auger*s bore. 

Men. Pray now, your news ?-^ 

You have made fair work, I fear me ; — Pray, yo«r 

news! 
If Marcius should be join'd with Volcians, — 

Com. If! 

He is their god ; he leads them like a thing 
Made by some other deity than nature, 
That shapes man better : and they follow him, 
Agamst us brats, with no less confidence 

" ^kMM— be reooncilcd—^ om. 
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Than bojB puxniing summer butteifliet, 
Or butchers killing flie«. 

Men. You have made good work^ 

You, and your apron-men ; you that stood so much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlic-eaters ! 

Com, He 11 shake your Rome about your ears. 

Men. As Hercules did shake down m^w fruit : 
You have made fair work ! 

Bru, Bat is this tnie^ sir 1 

Com. Ay ; and you *11 look pale 
Before you find it other. All the regions 
Do smilingly revolt ; and, who resist, 
Are mocVd for valiant ignorance, 
And perish constant fools. Who is 't can blame him f 
Your enemies, and his, find something in him. 

Men. We are all imdone, unless 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who shall ask it f 

The tribunes cannot do *t for shame ; the people 
Deserve such pity of him as the wolf 
Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if they 
Should say, '< Be good to Rome," they charged him even 
As those i£ould do that had deserv'd his hate, 
And therein showed like enemies. 

Men. *T is true 

If he were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, I have not the face 
To say, *^ Beseech ypu, cease."-— You have made fair 

hands^ 
You and your crafts ! you have crafted fair I 

Com. You have brought 

A trembling upon Rome, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 

Tri. Say not we brought it. 

Men, How ! Was it we ? We lov'd him ; but like 
beasts, 
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And cowardly noblag, gave way unto your dnsters, 
Who did hoot liim out o' the city. 

€ofn. But, I fear, 

They 11 loar him in again. TuUus Aufidius, 
The second name of men, obeys his points 
As if he w«re his officer: — Desperation 
Is all the policy, strength, and defence, 
That Rome can make against them. 

Enter a Troop of Citizens. 

Mmi* Here come the clusters.— 

And is Aufidius with him ? — You are they 
That made the air unwholesome, when you cast 
Your stinking, greasy caps, in hooting 
At Coriolanus' exile. Now he ^s coming ; 
And not a hair upon a soldier's head 
Which will not prove a whip ; as many coxcombs 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices. 'T is no matter ; 
If he could burn us all into one coal. 
We have deserv'd it. 

at 'Faith, we hear fearful news. 

1 at. For mine own part. 
When I said, banish him, I said 't was pity. 

2 at. And so did I. 

3 at. And so did I ; and, to say the truth, so did 
very many of us : That we did we did for the best ; and 
though we willingly consented to his banishment, yet it 
was against our will. 

Com, You are goodly things, you voices! 

Men. Yoii have made 

Good work, you and your cry! — Shall us to the 
Capitol? 

Com. O, ay ; what else ? [Exeunt Com. and Men. 

Sic. Cro, masters, get you home, be not dismayed. 
These are a side that would be glad to have 
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This trn^ which they so seem to fear. Qo home, 
And show no sign of fear. 

1 at. The gods be good to us ! Come, masters, let *a 
home. I ever said we were V the wrong when we 
banished him. 

2 Cit. So did we all. But come^ let *8 lumne. 

[Exeunt Citizens. 
Bru, I do not like this news. 
Sic. Nor I. 

Bru. Let *s to the Capitol : — ^Would half my wealth 
Would buy this for a lie .' 
Sic, ' Pray^ let us go. \Exeunt. 

SCENK VII. — A Camp; at a smail disiatice from 
' Rome. 

Enter Aufzdius and his Lieutenant. 

Auf, Do they still fly to the Roman ? 

Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft ^s in him; but 
Tour soldiers use him as the grace 'fore meat. 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end ; 
And you are darkened in this action, sir, 
Even by your own. 

Aiif. I cannot help it now ; 

Unless, by using means, I lame the foot 
Of our design. He besLrs himself more proudlier. 
Even to my person, than I thought he would 
When first I did embrace him : Yet his nature 
In tliat 's no changeling ; and I must excuse 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Yet I wish, sir, 

(I mean, for your particular,) you had not 
JoinM in commission with him : but either had borne 
The action of yourself, or else to him 
Had left it solely. 

Auf. I imderstand thee well ; and be thou sure, 
When he sliall come to his accowit, he knows not 
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What I con urge agUDgt him« Althoagh it seems, 
And 80 he thinks, and is no leu apparant 
To the vulgar eye^ that he beun all things furlf , 
And shows good husbandry for the Volcian state ; 
Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon 
As draw his sword : yet he hath left undone 
That which shall break his neck, or hazard mine^ 
WheneV we come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he 11 cany 
Romef 

Auf, All places yield to him ere he sits down $ 
And the nobility of Rome are his : 
The senators and patricians love him too : 
The tribunes are no soldiers ; and their people 
Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty 
To expel him thence. I thuik he *U be to Borne, 
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. First he was 
A noble servant to them ; but he could not 
Carry his honours even : whether 't was pride, 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man ; whether defect of judgment, 
To fail in the disposing of those chances 
Which he was lord of; or whether nature^ 
Not to be other than one thing, not moving 
From the casque to the cushion, but commanding 

peace 
Even with the same austerity and garb 
As he controlled the war ; but one of these 
(As he hath spices of them all, not all. 
For I dare so far free him) made him fear*d, 
So hated, and so banish'd : But he has a merit, 
To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues 
Lie in the interpretation of the time : 
And power, unto itself most commendable^ 
Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 
To extol what it hath done. 
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One fire drives out ooe fire; one naU, one tiail ; 
Rights by rights fouler,* strength by strength do fail. 
Ccnme^ let *s away. When, Gaius, Borne is thine, 
Thou art poorest of all ; then shortly art thou mine. 

[Exeunt, 

* Ftmler. We Vfty ttndtraUnd th« meanittg of the expression 
if we substitme the opposite epithet, ^trer. As it is, the lesser 
rights drive out the greater-4he fairer rights &U through 
UiBfinUer, 







d by Google 



106 COaiOLANUS. [Ad V. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Rome. ApubUc Place. 

Enter Menenius, Gouinius, Sicinius, Brutus, and 
others. 

Men, No, I *ll not %o : you hear what he hath said 
Which was sometime his general ; who lov'd him 
In a most dear particular. He call'd me father : 
But what o' that? Go, you that banish'd him ; 
A mile before his tent fall down and knee ■ 
The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd 
To hear Cominius speak, 1 11 keep at home. 

Com, He would not seem to kuow me. 

Men, Do you hear? 

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not answer to : forbad all names ; 
He was a kind of nothing, titleless. 
Till he had forg*d himself a name i^ the fire 
Of burning Rome. 

Men, Why, so ; you have made good work : 

A pair of tribunes that have rack'd for Rome, 
To make coals cheap : A noble memory ! 

Com, I minded him how royal *t was to pardon 
When it was less expected : He replied, 
It was a bare petition of a state 
To one whom they had punish'd. 

*■ Knee. So the origioal. Shakspere uses knee as « verb i) ' 
* Lear :' — 

•« To *«€« hb throne.'* 
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Men. Very well j 

Goald he say leu I 

Com, I offered \o awaken his regard 
For his private friends : His answer to me was, 
He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome musty chaff': He said, 't was folly 
For one poor grain or two to leave unbumt^ 
And still to nose the offence. 

Men. For one poor grain or two f 
I am one of those : his mother, wife, his child, 
vVnd this brave fellow too^ we are the grains : 
You are the musty chaff*; and you are smelt 
Above the moon : We must be burnt for you. 

Sic. Nay, pray be patient : If you refuse your aid 
In this so never-heeded help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our distress. But, sure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue, 
More than the instant army we can make, 
Might stop our countryman. 

Men. No ; I '11 not meddle. 

Sic. Pray you, go to him. 

Men. Whatshouldldot 

Bru. Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards Marcius. 

Men. Well, and say that Marcius return me, 
As Cominius is returned, unheard; what then?--- 
But as a discontented friend, grief-shot 
With his unkindness? Say 't be so? 

Sic. Yet your good will 

Must have that thanks from Rome, aAer the measure 
Aa you intended well. 

Men. I '11 undertake it : 

I think he '11 hear me. Yet, to bite his lip 
And hum at good Cominius, much unbearts me. 
He was not taken well : he had not din'd : 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
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We pout upon the moming, are unapt 

To give or to forgive; but when we bare ttnfTd 

These pipes, and then comrcyaiioes ot our blood, 

Wilh wine and feeding, we have nippier eook 

Than in our prieit4ike fiuti: theielbre 111 watch 

him 
Till he be dieted to my request, 
And then I 11 set upon him. 

Bru. Tou know toe rery foad into hi« kindnen^ 
And cannot lose your way. 

Men, Good faith, 1 11 prove him, 

Speed how it will. I shidl ere l<mg hare knowledge 
Of my success. [ExU. 

Com, He H nerer bear him. 

Sic, Not? 

Com. I tell you he does sit in gold, his eye 
Red as *t would bum Rome ; and bis injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel'd before him ; 
'T was very faintly he said, ** Rise f dismissed me 
Thus, with his speechless hand : What he would do, 
He sent in writing after me, — what he would not ; 
Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions : * 
So that all hope is rain, 
Unless^ his noble mother, and his wife ; 
Who, as I bear, mean to solicit him 
For mercy to hie country. Therefore, let 's hence. 
And with our fair entfeaties faaete them on. [Eatemit. 

■ Coriolanns Mods ** in wrikinf; ** both " what he would do »* 
and " what he would not;" and, in juatifleation of tha hush* 
ness of his demands, he adds that he is " bound with an oath 
to yield to his conditions,"— that is, to make his sole law the 
" conditions" in which he had become placed— his duty to the 
Volcians;— to yield himself up entirely to Ihe gnidanee of 
tlMse " conditions.*' 

i> UniGU is here used in tlie sense ot except. 
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SCENE 11.—.^ advanced Pott of the Volciaii Camp 
before Rome. The Guard €tt their etathns. 

Enter to them Mbnknius. 

1 Gr. Stay : Whence are you f 

2 G. Stand, and go back. 
Men. Yoa gnard like men ; *t is well : But by your 

leave, 
I am an officer of state, and come 
To speak with Coriolanus. 

1 G. From whence? 

Men. From Rome. 

1 G. Ton may not pass, you must return : our 

general 
Will no more hear from thence. 

2 G. You 11 see your Rome embraced with fire, before 
Yon 11 speak with Coriolanus. 

Men, Good my friends, 

If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there^ it is lots<^ to blanks 
My name hath touched your ears : it is Menenius. 

1 G. Be it so ; go back : the virtue of your name 
Is not here passable. 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, 

Thy general is my lover : I have been 
The book of his good acts, whence men have read 
His fame unparalleVd, haply amplified ; 
For I have ever verified my friends 
(Of whom he *8 chief) with all the siie that verity 
Would without lapsing suffer : nay, sometimes, 
I^ke to a bowl upon a subtle ground, 
I have tumbled past the throw ; and in his praise 

■ LoU are the whole number of tickets in a lottery ; blanks 
a proportion of the whole number. 
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Have almost stamp'd the leasing : therefore, fellow, 
I must have leave to pass. 

1 G. Taith, sir, if you had told as many lies in his 
behalf as you have uttered words in your own, yoa 
should not pass here ; no, though it were as virtuous to 
lie as to live chastely. Therefore, go back. 

Men. Prithee, fellow, remember my name is Mene* 
nius, always factionary on the party of your general. 

2 G. Howsoever you have been his liar, (as you say 
you have,) I am one that, telling true under him, must 
say you cannot pass. Therefor^ go back. 

Men. Has he dined, canst thou tell? for I would not 
speak with him till after dinner. 
1 G, You are a Roman, are you ? 
Me7i, I am as thy general is. 

1 G, Then you should hate Rome, as he does. Can 
you, when you have pushed out your gates the very 
defender of them, and in a violent popular ignorance 
given your enemy your shield, think to fiiont his ie» 
venges with the easy groans of old women, the virginal 
palms of your daughters, or with the palsied intercession 
of such a decayed dotant as you seem to be? Can you 
think to blow out the intended fire your city is ready to 
flame in, witli such weak breath as this ? No, you are 
deceived : therefore, back to Rome, and prepare for your 
execution : you are condemned ; our general has sworn 
you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, he 
would use me with estimation. 

2 G. Come, my captain knows you not 
Men. I mean, thy general. 

1 G. My general cares not for you. Back, I tay | 
go, lest I let forth your half-pint of blood ; — back, — 
fiiat 's the utmost of your having ; — back. 

Me7i. Nay, but fellow, fellow,— 
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Enter Coriolanus and Auviuius. 

Cor, What's the matter f 

Men, Nov, juu companioD, I 'U say an errand for 
you ; you shall know now that I am in estimation ; you 
shall perceire that a jack guardaiit cannot office me 
ham my son Coriolanus : guess, but by my entertain- 
ment with him, if thoa stand^st not i* the state of bang^ 
in;, or of some death more long in spectatorship, and 
orueller in suffering ; behold now presently, and swoon 
&r what 's to come upon thee, — The glorious gods sit in 
bourly synod about thy particular prosperity, and love 
thee no worse tlian thy old father Menenius does ! O, 
my son ! my son ! thou art preiKiring fire for us ; look 
thee, here 's water to quench it. I was hardly moved to 
come to thee : but being assured none but myself could 
more thee^ I have been blown out of your gates with 
sighs : and conjure thee to pardon Rome, and thy peti> 
tiociary countrymen. The good gods assuage thy wrath, 
and turn the dregs of it upon this varlet Iiere ; this who, 
like a block, hath denied my access to thee. 

Cor, Away! 

Men. How! away? 

C-or. Wife, motlier, child, I know not. My afiaiis 
Are senranted to others : Though I owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Volcian breasts. That we have been familiar, 
lograte fotgetfulness shall poison rather 
Than pity note how much. — ^Therefore, be gone. 
Mine ears against your suite are stronger than 
Your gates against my force. Yet, for I lov'd thee. 
Take this along; I writ it for thy sake, 

[Gives a letter* 
And would hare sent it Another word, Menenius, 
I will not hear thee speak. — Tliis man, Aufidius, 
Was my belov'd in Borne : yet thou behold'st — 
VOIoX. H 
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Atif* You keep a constant temper. 

[Exeunt Goriolanus and Aufidius. 

1 G. Now, sir, is your name Meaeniusf 

2 G, T is a spell, you see, of much power : Ym 
know the way home again. 

1 G. Do you hear how we are shent* forkeejung your 
greatness back f 

2 G. What cause, do you think, I have to swoon I 
Men. I ueitlier care for the world nor your general : 

for such things as you, I can scarce think there 's any, 
you are so slight He that hath a will to die by himself, 
fears it not from another. Let your general do his worst 
For you, be that you are, long ; and your misery in- 
crease witli your age ! X say to you, as I was said to, 
Away! [Exit, 

1 G. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 G. The worthy fellow is our general : He is the 
rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken. [Exeunt 

SCENE HI.— 2%afen«o/Goriolanus. 
Enter Coriolanus, Aufidius, €md others. 

Cor, We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
Set down oiur host — My partner in this action. 
You must report to the Volcian lords how plainly 
I have borne this business. 

Auf, Only their ends 

You have respected ; stoppM your ears against 
The general suit of Rome ; never admitted 
A private whisper, no, not with such friends 
That thought them sure of you. 

Cor. This last old man, 

Whom with a cracked heart I have sent to Rome, 
Lov'd me above the measure of a father ; 

• £ftai«~Tebaked. 
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Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge 
Was to send him ; for whose old love I have 
(Though I show'd sourly to him) once more offered 
The fi»t conditions which they did refuse, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more ; a very little 
I have yielded too : Fresh embassies, and suits, 
Nor firom the state, nor pivate friends, hereafter 
Will I lend ear to. — Ha ! what shout is this f 

iSAout toiihitu 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same time 't is made! I will not. — 

Enter Viroilia, Volumnia, leading young Marcius, 
Valeria, and Attendants. 

My wife comes foremost ; then the honoured mould 

Wherein this trunk was framed, and in her hand 

The grandchild to her blood. But out, affection ! 

All bond and privilege of nature break ! 

Let it be virtuous to be obstinate. — 

What is that curtsy worth ! or those doves^ eyes, 

Which can make gods forsworn !— >I melf^ and am not 

Of stronger earth than otiiers. — My mother bows ; 

As if Olympus to a molehill shoiud 

In supplication nod : and my young boy 

Hath an aspect of intercession, which 

Great nature cries, " Deny not." — Let the Voices 

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy : I ^11 never 

Be such a gosling to obey instinct ; but stand, 

As if a man were author of himself, 

And knew no other kin. 

Vir. My lord and husband ! 

Cor. These eyes are not the same I wore in Home. 

Vir, The sorrow that delivers us thus chang'd 
Makes you think so. 

C<fr. Like a dull actor now. 
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I haye forgot my part, and I am out, 

Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh. 

Forgive my tyranny ; but do not say, 

For that, " Forgive our Romans." — O, a kiss 

Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge ! 

NoMT, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss 

I carried from thee, dear, and my true lip 

Hath virgin'd it e'er since. — You gods I 1 prate, 

And the most noble mother of the' world 

Leave unsaluted : Sink, my knee, i* the earth ; l^Kneeb. 

Of thy deep duty more impression show 

Than that of common sons. 

Vol, O, stand iip bless'd ! 

Whilst, with no softer cushion tlian the flint, 
I kneel before thee ; and unproperly 
Show duty, as mistaken all this while 
Between the child and paient {^Kneels, 

Cor. Whatjsthis? 

Your knees to mef to your corrected son? 
Tlien let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillip the stars ; then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars Against the flery sun ; 
Murdering impossibility, to make 
What cannot be, slight work. 

Vol. Thou art my warrior j 

I holp to frame thee. Do you know this ladyf 

Cor. The noble sister of Publicola, 
The moon of Rome ; chaste as the icicle. 
That 's curded by the frost from purest snow, 
And hangs on Dian's temple : Dear Valeria ! 

Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours. 
Which by the interpretation of full time 
May show like all yourself. 

Cor. The god of soldiers^ 

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nohloiess ; that thou mayst prov^ 
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To shame invulnerable, and stick V the wars 
Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw. 
And saving tliose that eye thee I 

Vol, Your knee, siirab. 

Cor. Tliat 's my brave boy. 

Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myself. 
Are suitors to you. 

Cor. I beseech you, peace : 

Or, if you 'd ask, remember this before, — 
The things I have forsworn to grant may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanics : — Tell me not 
Wherein I seem unnatural : Desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reasons. 

VoL O, no more, no more ! 

You have said you will not grant us anything; 
For we have nothing else to ask but that 
Which you deny already : Yet we will ask ; 
That, if you fail in our request, the blame 
May hang u]X)n your hardness ; therefore hear us. 

Cor. Aufidius, and you Voices, mark ; for we *11 
Hear nought from Rome in private. — Your request? 

Fb^. Should we be silent and not speak, our raiment 
And state of bodies would bewray what life 
We have led since thy exile. Think with thyself 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hitho* : since tliat thy sight, which should 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with com* 

forts, 
Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and sorrow ; 
Making the mother, wife, and child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out. And to poor we 
Thine enmity 's most capital : thou bair'st us 
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Our prayers to the gods, which is a comibrt 
That all but we enjoy : For how can we, 
Alas ! how can we for our country pray, 
Whereto we are bound ? together with thy victory, 
Whereto we are bound! Alack ! or we mnst lose 
The country, our dear nurse; or else thy person, 
Our comfort in the country. We must mid 
An evident calamity, though we had 
Our wish, which side should win : for either dum 
Must, as a foreign recreant^ be led 
With manacles through our streets, or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin ; 
And bear the palm, for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For myself, son, 
I purpose not to wait on fortune till 
These wars determine :* if I cannot persuade thee 
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts 
Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country than to tread 
(Trust to % thou shalt not) on thy mother's womb, 
That brought thee to this world. 

Vir. Ay, and min^ 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your namo 
Living to time. 

Boy. A shall not tread on me ; 

1 11 run away till I am bigger, but then I '11 fight 

Cor. Not of a woman's tenderness to be^ 
Requires nor child nor woman*s face to see. 
I have sat too long. [Ritin^, 

Vol. Nay, g(} not from us thus. 

If it were so that our request did tend 
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Voices whom you serve, you might condemn tts, 
As poisonous of your honour : No ; our suit 
Is that you reconcile them : while the Voices 
* Determine— eotoB to an end. 
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May say, ** This mercy we have showM f* the Romans, 

** This we receiy'd ;" and each in either side 

Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, ** Be blessVl 

For making up this peace T* Thou know'st, great son. 

The end of war 's uncertain ; but this certain. 

That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 

Which thou shalt thereby reap is such a name, 

Whose repetition will be dogg'd with curses ; 

Whose chronicle thus writ, — *' The man was noble, 

But with his last attempt he wip'd it out ; 

Destroyed his country ; and his name remains 

To the ensuing age abhorred/* Speak to me, son : 

Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour. 

To imitate the graces of the gods ; 

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o* the air, 

And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 

That should but rive an oak. Why dost not speak f 

Think'st thou it honourable for a noble man 

Still to remember wrongs t — Daughter, speak you : 

He cares not for your weeping. Speak mou, boy : 

Perhaps thy childishness will move him more 

Than can our reasons. — There is no man in the world 

More bound to his mother ; yet here he lets me prate. 

Like one i* the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life 

Showed thy dear mother any courtesy ; 

When she^ (poor hen !) fond of no second brood, 

Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and safely home, 

Loaden with honour. Say, my request 's unjust, 

And spurn me back : Bu^ if it be not so, 

Thou art not honest ; and the gods will plague thee. 

That thou restrain'st from me the duty which 

To a mother's part belongs. — He turns awray : 

Down, ladies ! let us shame him with our knees. 

To his surname Goriolanus 'longs more pride 

Than pity to our prayers. Down : An end : 

This is the last : — So we will home to Rome, 
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And die among our neiglibours. — Nay, behold ua : 
Til is boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowshi|]^ 
DoeA reason our petition with more strength 
Than thou hast to deny 't. — Come, let us go : 
This fellow had a Volcian to his mother j 
His wife is in Corioli, and his child 
Like him by chance : — Yet give us our despatch : 
I am hush'd until our city be afire, 
And then 1 11 speak a little. 

Cor. O mother, mother I 

[Holding Voluunia by the hands, aiient. 
What have you done? Behold the heavens do ope. 
The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. O my mother, mother ! O ! 
You have won a happy victory to Rome : 
But, for your son, — believe it, O, believe it, 
Most dangerously you have with him prevail'd, 
If not most mortal to him. But, let it come ;— 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wai-s, 
I 'U frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
Were you in my stead, would you have heard 
A mother less? or granted less, Aufidius? 

Auf.l was mov'd withal. 

Cor. I dare be sworn you were t 

And, sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir. 
What peace you '11 make, advise me ; for my part, 
1 11 not to Rome, 1 11 back with you ; and pray you. 
Stand to me in this cause. — O mother ! wife! 

Auf, I am glad thou hast set thy mercy and thy 
honour 
At difference in thee : out of that I 11 work 
Myself a former fortune. [Aside, 

[TTie Ladies make signs to CoRiOLAKua. 

Cor. Ay, by and by; [To Vol., VtK., ^. 
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But we will drink together ; and you sludl bear 

A better witness back than words, which we, 

On like conditions, will have cuunter-seard. 

Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve 

To have a temple built you : all the swords 

In Italy, and her confederate arms, 

Could not have made this peace. \^Exeuni, 

SCENE IV.— Rome. A public Place. 
EtUer iVf BNBNius and Sicinius. 

Men, See you yond' coign o' the Capitol; yond* 
comer-stone f 

Sic. Why, what of that? 

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it with 
your little finger, there is some hope the ladies of Rome« 
especially his mother, m ly prevail with him. But I 
say there is no hope in *t ; our throats are sentenced, 
and stay upon execution. 

Sic. Is 't possible that so short a time can alter the 
condition of a man ? 

Men. There is differency between a grub and a 
butterfly ; yet 3^ur butterfly was a grub. This Mar- 
cius is grown from man to dragon : he has wings ; he 's 
more than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He loved his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me : and he no more remembers his 
mother now than an eight-year old horse. The tartness 
of bia face soun ripe grapes. When he walks, he moves 
like an engine, and the ground shrinks before his tread- 
ing. He is able to pierce a corslet with his eye ; talks 
like a knell, and his hum is a battery. He sits in his 
state^ as a thing made for Alexander. What he bids 
be done is finished with his bidding. He wants nothing 
of a god but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 
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Men, I paint him in tbe cbaraeter. Mark what 
mercy his mother shall brings from him : There is no 
more mercy in him than there is milk in a male tiger-, 
that shall our poor city find : and all this is long of 
you. 

Sic, The gods be good unto us ! 

Men, No, in such a case the godi will not be good 
unto us. When we banished him we respected not 
them : and he returning to break our necks, they re- 
spect not us. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Sir, if you 'd save your life, fly to your house ; 
The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune^ 
And nale him up and down ; all swearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort hotne, 
They *11 give him death by inches. 

Enter another Messenger. 
Sic, What's the news? 

Mess. Good news, good news :— the ladies have 
prevaiVd, 
The Volcians are dislodged, and Marcius gone : 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sic, Friend, 

Art thou certain this is true f is it most certain 9 

Mess. As certain as I know the sun is fire : 
Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it? 
Ne'er through an arch so hurried the blown tide. 
As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you! 
[Trumpets and hautboys sounded, and drums 
beaten, all together, Shoutina also toithin. 
The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes^ 
Tabors, and cymbals, and the shouting Romims, 
Make the sun dance. Hark you ! [ShouHng again. 
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Men. This is good news : 

I win go meet the ladiei. This Volumnia 
Is woitii of coDtuIfty senators, patricians, 
A city ftill ; of tribunes such as you 
A sea and land fall : Yoa have prayed well to-day ; 
This morning, for ten thousand of your throats 
I *d not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy ! 

[Shouting and munc. 

Sic. First, the gods bless you for their tidings : next, 
Accept my thankfulness. 

Mess. ^ Sir, we have all 

Great cause to give great thanks. 

Sic. They are near the city f 

Mess. Almost at pcnnt to enter. 

Sic. We will meet them. 

And help the joy. [Goinff. 

Enter the Ladies, accompanied by Senators, Patricians, 
and People. They pass over the Stage. 

1 Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of Borne : 
Call all your tribes together, praise the gods, 
And make triumphant fires ; strew flowers before them : 
Uushout the noise that banish'd Marcius, 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother ; 
Cry, — ^Welcome, ladies, welcome !— ' 
AU, Welcome, ladies, welcome ! 

[A flourish with drums and trumpets. 
'[Exeunt, 

SCENE v.— Antium. A public Place. 
Enter Tullos AtTPiDius, with Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the lords of the city I am here : 
Deliver them this paper : having read it, 
Bid them repair to the market-place ; where I, 
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Even io theits and in the commons' ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it Him I accuse 
The city ports by this hath entered, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge hioiself with words : Despatch. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

E7iter three or four Conspinitois o/* Aufidius' faetiotu 

Most welcome ! 

1 Con. How is it with mur general f 

Auf, J!ven so 

As with a man by his own alms empoison'd, 
And with his charity slain. 

2 Con. Most noble sir, 
If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish'd us parties, we '11 deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell ; 

We must TOoceed as we do find the people. 

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain whilst 
*Twixt you there 's dilTerence ; but the fall of eitlier 
Makes the survivor heir of all. 

Auf, I know it ; 

And my pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction. I rais'd him, and I pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth : Who being so heigbteu'd, 
He watered his new plants %vith dews of flattery. 
Seducing so my friends : and, to this end, 
He bow'd his natiu«, never known before 
But to be rough, unswayabl^ and free. 

3 Con, Sir, his stoutness. 
When he did stand for consul, which he lost 
By lack of stooping, — 

Auf. That I would have spoVe of: 

Being banish'd for 't, he came unto my hearth ; 
Presented to my knife his throat : I took Mm ; * 
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Made him joint-servant with me ; gave him way 
lu all his own desires ; nay, let him choose 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish, 
My best and freshest men ; serv'd his designmetits 
In mine own person ; holp to reap the fame, 
Which he did end all his ; and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong : till, at the last, 
I seem'd his follower, not partner ; and 
He wag'd me with his countenance, as if 
I had been mercenary. 

1 Con, So he did, my lord : 

The army marvelled- at it. And, in the last, 
When he liad carried Rome; and that we look'd 
For no less spoil than glory, — 

Auf. There was it; — 

For which my shiews shall be stretched upon hira. 
At a invr dn>{)s of women's rheum, whiclv are 
As cheap as lieit, he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action : Therefore shall he die. 
And I '11 renew me in his fall. But, hark ! 

[prums and trumpets sounds with great 
shouts of the people, 
1 Con. Your native town you enter'd like a post, 
And had no welcomes home ; but he retunis 
Splitting the air with noise. 

% Con, And patient foob, 

Wliose children he hath slain, their base throats tear 
With giving him glory. 

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage, 

Ere he express himself, or move the people 
With what he would say, let him feel your sword 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 
After your way his tale pronounc'd shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 

Auf. Say no more ; 

Here come the lords. 



Digitized by VjUU^IC 



lU OORIOLANUS. [Act V, 

Enter the Lords of the City. 

Lords. Yoa are most welcome home. 

Auf. I have not deser7*d itj 

But, worthy lords, hav« you with heed penisM 
What I have written to you f 

Lords. "We have. 

1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 

What faults he made before the last, I think. 
Might have found easy fmes : but there to end 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our levies, answering us 
With our own charge ; making a treaty where 
There was a yielding, — this admits no excuse. 

Auf. He approaches ; you shall hear him. 

Enter Coriolamus, with druma and ooloura ; a crowd 
qf Gitiiens with him. 

Cor. Hail, lords ! I am retum'd your soldier ; 
No more infected with my country's love 
Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting 
Under your great command. Tou are to know, 
That prosperously I have attempted, and 
With bloody passage led your wars, even to 
The gates of Borne. Our spoils we have brought home 
Do more than counterpoise, a full third part, 
The charges of the action. We have made peace, 
With no less honour to the Antiates, 
Than shame to the Romans : and we here deliver. 
Subscribed by the consuls and patricians, 
Together with the seal o' the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not, noble lords ; 

But tell the traitor, in the highest degree 
He hath abus'd your powers. 
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Cor, Traitor !— How DOW f~ 

Auf. Ay, traitor, Marciug. 

Cor, ^ Marcius! 

Auf, Ay, MarciTjs, Caius Marciiu : Dost thou think 
1 11 grace thee with that robbery, thy storn name 
Goriolanua in Gorioli f 

Tou lords and heads of the state, perfidiously 
He has betray'd your business, and given up, 
For certain dlrops of salt, your city Rome 
(I say yoor city) to his wife and mother : 
Breaking his oath and resolution, liko 
A twist of rotten silk ; never admitting 
Counsel o^ the war ; but at his nurse's tears 
He whin'd and roar'd away your victory ; 
That pages blush'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wondering each at others. 

Cor. Hear'st thou, Mars f 

Auf, Name not the god, thou boy of tears, — 

Cor, Ha ! 

Atif. No more. 

Cor, Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ! O slave ! — 
Pardon me, lords, 't is the first time that ever 
I was forced to scold. Your judgments, my grave lords, 
Must give this cur the lie : and his own notion 
(Who wears my stripes impress'd on him, that must bear 
My beating to his grave) shall join to thrust 
The lie unto him. 

1 Lord, Peace, both, and hear me speak. 

Cor, Cut me to pieces. Voices ; men and lads, 
Stain all your edges on me. — Boy ! False hound ! 
If you have writ your annals true, ^t is there. 
That like an eagle in a dove-cote, I 
Fluttered your Volcians in Corioli : 
Alone I did it. — Boy ! 

Auf, Why, noble lords, 
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Will you be put in mind of hit blind fortune. 
Which was your shame, by this unholy braggart, 
'Fore your own eyes and ears f 

Con. Let him die for 't. [^Several apeak at once. 

at. [Speakinff promiscuousli/J] Tear him to pieces, 
do it presently. He killed my son ; — my daughter;— 
He killed my cousin Marcus ; — ^He killed my father.-* 

2 Lord. Peace, ho !^no outrage; — peace ! 
The man is noble, and bis fame folds in 
This orb o* the earth. His last offences to us 
Shall have judicious •■ hearing. — Stand, Aufidlus, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Cor, O, that I had him, 

With six Aufidiuses, or more, his tribe, 
To use my lawful sword ! 

Auf, Insolent villain ! 

Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him! 

[AuviDius and the Conspirators draw, atid kill 
C0R10LA.NU8, who falls, atidAvvimva standi 
on him. 
. Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold! 

Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak. 

1 Lord. O TuUua,-:- 

2 Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat valour will 

weep. 

3 Lord. Tread not upon him. — Masters all, be quiet ; 
Put up your swords. 

Ai^. My lords, when you shall know (as in this raige^ 
Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this man's life did owe you, you 11 rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Please it your honours 
To call me to your senate, I '11 deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Yuur heaviest censure. 

I Lord. Bear from hence his body, 

*■ Jimiietotw— judkial. 
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And mourn you for him : let him be regarded 
As the most noble corse that ever' hemld 
Did follow to his urn. 

2 Lo7'd, His own impatience 

Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame. 
Let ^s make the best of it. 

Auf. My rage is gone, 

And I am struck with sorrow. — Take him up : — 
Help, three o* the chiefest soldiers ; 1 11 be one. — 
Beat thou the drum that it speak mournfully : 
Trail your steel pikes. — ^Though in this city he 
Hath widow'd and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the injury, 
Yet he shall have a noble memory. 
Assist. [^Exeunt, bearing the body of Corxolanus. 
A dead march sounded. 
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* Tub Tragedy of Julius Caesar' was first printed 
in the folio collection of 1623. The text is divided 
into acts ; and the stage directions are full and precise. 
Taken altogether, we know no play of Shakspere's that 
presents so few difficulties arising out of inaccuracies 
in the original edition. 

Years, perhaps centuries, nave rolled on since the 
aera of ' Coriolanus." Rome had seen a constitution 
which had reconciled the differences of the patricians 
and the plebeians. The two orders had built a temple 
to Concord. Her power had increased ; her territory 
had extended. In compounding their differences the 
l)atricians and the plebeians had appropriated to them- 
selves all the wealth and honours of the state. There 
was a neglected class that the social system appeared 
to reject, as well as to despise. The aristocratic party 
was again brought into a more terrible conflict with the 
impoverished and the destitute. Civil war was the 
natural result. Sulla established a short-lived consti- 
tution. The dissolution of the Republic was at hand : 
the struggle was henceforth to be not between classes, 
but individuals. The death of Julius Caesar was soon 
followed by the final termination of the contest between 
the republican and the monarchical principle, Shak- 
spere saw the grandeur of the crisis ; and he seized upon 
it for one of his lofty expositions of political pliilosophy. 
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He has treated it as no other poet would have treated it, 
because he saw the exact relations of the contending 
principle to the future great history of mankind. The 
death of Caesar was not his catastrophe: it was the 
death of the Roman Republic at Philippi. 

Of all Shakspere's characters none require to be stu- 
died with more patient attention than those of Brutus 
and Gassius, that we may understand the resemblances 
and the differences of each. The leading distinctions 
between these two remarkable men, as drawn by Shak- 
spere, appear to us to be these : Brutus acts wholly 
upon principle ; Gassius partly upon impulse. Brutus 
acts only when he has reconciled the contemplation of 
action with his speculative opinions ; Gassius allows the 
necessity of some action to run before and govern his 
opinions. Brutus is a philosopher ; Gassius is a parti* 
san. Brutus therefore deliberates and spares ; Gassius 
precipitates and denounces. Brutus is the nobler in- 
structor; Gassius the better politician. Shaksper^ in 
the first great scene between them, brings out these dis- 
tinctions of character upon which future events so mainly 
depend* 

Nothing can be more interesting than to follow Sbak- 
spere with Plutarch in hand. The poet adheres to the 
facts of history with a remarkable fidelity. A few hard 
figures are painted upon a canvas; the outlines are 
distinct, the colours are strong ; but there is no art in 
the composition, no grouping, no light and shadow. 
This is the historian's picture. We turn to the poet. 
We recognise the same figures, but they appear to live j 
they are in harmony with the entire scene in which they 
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more*, we have at once the realitjr of nature, and the 
ideal of axt, which is a higher nature. Yet the art of the 
poet it so subtle that many have fancied that they could 
detect a want of art j and the character of Caesar, as 
drawn by Shakspere, has been held not only t« be tame, 
and below Ae historical conception of the great dictator, 
but as representing him in a false light We believe 
that Shakspere was wholly right At the exact period 
of the action of this drama, Gassar, possessing the reality 
of power, was haunted by the weakness of passionately 
desiring the tide of king. Plutarch says—'* The chiefest 
cause Ibat made him mortally hated was the covetous 
desire he had to be called king." This is the pivot 
upon which the whole action of Shakspere's tragedy 
turns. There might have been another mode of treat- 
ing the subject The death of Julius Caesar might have 
been the catastrophe. The republican and the mo- 
narchical principles might have been exhibited in con- 
flict. The republican principle would have triumphed 
in the fall of Caesar ; and the poet would have pre- 
viously held the balance between the two principles, or 
have claimed, indeed, olir largest sympathies for the 
principles of Caesar and his friends, by a true exhibition 
of Caesar's greatness and Caesar's virtues. The poet 
chose another course. And are we then to talk, with 
ready flippancy, of ignorance and carelessness — that he 
wanted classical knowledge — ^that he gave himself no 
trouble? " The fault of the character is the fault of 
the plot," says Hazlitt It would have been nearer the 
truth bad he said — the character is determined by the 
pbt. While Caesar is upon the scene, it was for the 
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poet, largely interpreting the historian, to show the in- 
ward workings of ^' the covetous desire he had to be 
called king ;" and most admirably, according to our 
notions of characterization, has he shown them. Alto> 
gether we profess to receive Shakspere's characterization 
of Caesar with a perfect confidence that he produced 
that character upon fixed principles of art. It is not 
the prominent character of the play ; and it was not 
meant to be so. It is true to the nanative upon which 
Shakspcre founded it; but, what is of more importance, 
it is true to every natural conception of what Caesar 
must have been at the exact moment of his fall. 
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Julius Casar. 
4ppfan, Act I. 9C. 2. Act II. ac. 2. Act III. so. 1. 

OcTAvius CiBSAR, o triumvir after the death of 

Julius Cjesar. 

^Jppearg, Act TV. ac. 1. Act V. bc 1 ; 8C. 5. 

Mabcus Antonius, a triumvir after the death of 

Julius Caesar. 

Appeartj Act I. sc. 2. Act II. »c. 2. Act III. sc. 1 ; m. 2. 

Act IV. 8c. 1. Act V. 8C. 1 ; ac. 4 ; ac. 5. 

M. Muihivi Lepidus, a triumvir after the death of 

Julius Caesar. 

appears. Act HI. ac. 1. Act IV. sc. 1. 

Cicero, a aeruUor, 
Appears, Act I. sc. 2 ; ac. 3. 

PuBLius, a senator. 
Appears, Act II. ac. 2. Act III. ac. 1. 

PopiLius Lena, a senator. 
Appears, Act III. ac. 1. 

Marcus Brutus, a conspirator against Julius Caesar. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 2. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. sc. I ; ac. 2. 

Act IV. ac. 2; ac. 8. Act V. sc. 1; ac. 2; ac. 3; ac.4; acd. 

Cassius, a conspirator against Julius Caesar. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 2 ; ac. 3. Act 11. ac. 1. Act III. ac. 1 ; ac. 2. 

Act IV. ac. 2 ; ae. 3. Act V. ac. 1 ; ac. 3. 
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Casca, a eoMpirtUor against Julius CsBsar. 
Anpears, Act I. ae. S ; sc S. Act II. hc. 1 ; sc. 2. 
^'^ Act III. «s. 1. 

Trsbomius, a conspirator against Julius Ceesar. 
jfypean. Act II. sc. 1 ; k. t. Act III. sc. 1. 

LiOABius, a eonspiraitor against Julius Ceesar. 
Appears, Act II. k. 1 ; sc. S. 

Dsciut BauTuSy a conspirator against Julius Gasar. 
Appean, Act I. sc. S. Aot U. sc. 1 : ac. 2. Act III. sc. 1. 

Mbtbllus CimbbRi a conspirator against Julius 
GsBsar. 
Appear*, kgk II. se. 1 ; sc. s. Act UL sc. 1. 

GiNNA, a oonBpirator against Julius Gaesar. 
Appear*, Aet I. se. S. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. se. 1« 

Flatius, a tribune. 
Appear*, Aet t. sc. 1. 

Maruli.us, a tribune. 
Appear*, Act I. sc. 1. 

Artbmidorus, a sophist of Cnidos. 
Appear*, Act II. sc 3. Act III. so. !• 

A Soothsayer. 
Appearst Act I. sc. 2. Act II. se. 4. Act III. sc. 1. 

GiKKA, a poet. 
AppearSt Act III. sc. 3. 

A Poet. 
Act IV. BO. 8. 



d by Google 



PERSONS REPRBSENTED. 1 

LuciLiUf, a friend to Bratos and Cassius. 

Appean, Act IV. ac. S ; se. 3. Act V. 00. 1 ; ic. S ; 8c. 4 ; 
W.5. 

T1TINIU8, a friend to Brutus and Cassiua. 
Appearst Aet IV. ac. S ; se. 3. Act V. ic. 1 ; ac. 3. 

Mbssala, a friend to Brutus and Cassius. 
Appearit Aet IV. w. 8. Act V. sc. 1 ; ac. S; ac. 3 ; ac. 5. 

Young Cato, a friend to Brutus and Cassius. 
Appears, Act V. sc. 3 ; sc. 4. 

VoLUMNius, a friend to Brutus and Cassius. 
Appears, Act V. sc. 3 ; sc. 5. 

Varro, servant to Brutus. 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 3. 

Clitus, servant to Brutus. 
Appears, Act V. sc. 5. 

Claudius, servant to Brutus. 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 3. 

Strato, servant to Brutus. 
AppearSt Act V. sc. 8 ; sc. 5. 

Lucius, servant to Brutus. 
Appears, Act II. sc. 1 ; ac. 4. Act IV. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. 

Dardakius, servant to Brutus. 
Appears, Act V. sc. 5. 

PiNDARus, servant to Cassius. 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 2. Act V. sc. 3. 
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Calfhurnia, wife to Caesar. 
Appears, Act 1. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 2. 

Portia, mfe to Brutus. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 2 ; Act II. ic. 1 ; sc. 4. 

Senators, Citizens, Gtmrds, Attendants, S^c, 

SCENE, — DURIKO A ORBAT PART OF THB Pl.AY 

AT Rome: aftbuwards at Sardis; and near 

PUILXPPI. 
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JULIUS CJESAR. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Rome. A Street. 
Enter Flavius, Marullus, aitd a rabble of Citizens. 

Flav, Hence; home, you idle creatures, get you 
home; 
Is this a holiday ? What ! know you not, 
Being mechanical, you ought not walk, 
Upon a labouring day, without the sign 
Of your profession 1 — Speak, what trade art thou ? 

1 Cit. Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where ia thy leather apron, and thy rule? 
What dost thou with thy best apparel on f — 
You, sir ; what trade are you ? 

2 Cit, Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I am 
but, as you would say, a cobbler. 

Mar, But what trade art thou? Answer me directly. 

2 Cit. A trade, sir, that I hope I may use with a sale 
conscience ; which is, indeed, sir, a mender of bad soles. 

Flav.*" What trade, thou knave? thou naughty knave, 
wliattradef 

2 Cit, Nay, I beseecli you, sir, be not out with me : 
yet if you be out, sir, I can mend you. 

* The modem editors give this speech to Marullus ; and they 
propose other changes in the allotment of the speeches to the 
tribunes. They assume that only one should take the lead ; 
whereas it is clear that the dialogue is more natural, certainly 
more dramatic, according to the original arrangement, where 
Flavius and Marullus alternately rate the people, like two 
smiths smiting on the same anvil. 
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Mar, What meanest thou by that I Mend me, thou 
saucy fellow ? 

2 Cvt, Why, sir, cobble you. 

Flav, Thou art a cobbler, art thou? 

2 CiU Truly, air, all that I live by is with the awl : 
I meddle with no tradesman's matters, nor women's 
matters, but with all. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to 
old shoes ; when they are in great danger, I recover 
them. As proper men as ever trod upon neatVleather 
have gone upon my handiwork. 

Flav, But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day f 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets f 

2 Cit. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get my- 
self into more work. But, indeed, sir, we make hMoliday, 
to see Caesar, and to rejoice in hisi triumph. 

Mar, Wherefore rejoice f What conquest brings he 
home f 
What tributaries follow him to Bome, 
To grace in captive bonds his chariot-wheels % 
You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless things! 
O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey % Many a time and oft 
Have you climb' d up to walls and battlements. 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops. 
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The livelong day, with patient expectation. 
To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome : 
And when you saw his chariot but appear, 
Have you not made an imiversal shout^ 
That Tiber trembled underneath her l^ks. 
To hear the replication of your sounds. 
Made in her concave shores ? 
And do you now put on your best attire 9 
And do you now cull out a holiday f 
And do you now strew flowers in his way. 
That comes in triumph over Pompey *s blood I 
Be gone! 



Digitized by VjUU^IC 



ScKNK II.] JULIUS GiSSAR. 141 

Ron to yooi houses, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude, 

Flav, Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this faxdt 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort; 
Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most exalted shof es of all. \Ex, Citiaens. 
See, whe*r their basest metal he not mov^d } ' 
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol; 
This way will I : Disrobe the images. 
If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies. 

Mar, May we do so f 
You know it is the feast of liupercal. 

Flav. It is no matter ; let no images 
Be hung with Gsssar's trophies. 1 11 about, 
And drive away the vulgcur from the streets : 
So do you too^ where you perceive them thick. 
These growing feathers pluck'd from Gsesar's wing 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ; 
Who else would soar above the view of men, 
And keep us all in servile fearfolness. [Exeunt 

SCENE II.— The same, A public Place. 

Enter, in procession, with music, Cjesar ; Antony, 
for the course; Calfhurnia, Portia, Dbcius, 
Cicero, Brutus, Cassius, and Casga, a great 
crowd following ; among them a Soothsayer. 

Oes. Calphumia, — 

Casca. Peace, ho ! Gflssar speaks. 

\Mtuic ceases, 
Cas. Calphumia,— 

Cal, Here, my lord. 

Cas. Stand you directly in Antonius* way, 
When he doth run his course*— Antoniuf^-^ 
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Ant, Caesar, my lord. 

Cces. Forget not, in your spe«d, Antonius, 
To touch Calphumia : for our elders say, 
The barren, touched in this holy chase. 
Shake off their steril curse. 

Ant. I shall remember : 

When Cssar says " Do this," it is performed. 

CVrs. Set on ; and leave no ceremony out. [^Music, 

Sooth, Caesar. 

Cics. Ha ! Who calls? 

Casca, Bid every noise be still : — ^Peace yet again. 

^Music ceases. 

Cats. Who is it in the press that calls on me ? 
I hear a tongue, shriller tlian all the music, 
Cry, Caesar : Speak ; Caesar is tum'd to hear. 

Sooth, Beware the ides of March. 

Ca:s. Wtiatmanisfhatf 

Bru, A soothsayer bids you beware the ides of March. 

CiBS. Set him before me ; let me see his face. 

Cos. Fellow, come from tlie throng: Look upon 
Caesai'. 

Cces. What say'st thou to me now ? Speak once again. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. 

Cccs. He is a dreamer; let us leave him ; — pass. 

[Sertet. Exeunt all htU Bru. and Cas. 

Cos, Will you go see the order of the course ? 

Bru. Not I. 

Cos. I pray you, do. 

Bnt. I am not gamesome : I do lack some part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 
Let me not hinder, Casaius, your desires; 
I '11 leave you. 

Cos. Brutus, I do observe you now of late : 
I have not ftora your eyes that gentleness, 
And show of love, as I was wont to have : 
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 
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Bru. CasSLUSy 

Be not deceived : If I bave veiVd my look, 
1 turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am. 
Of late, with passions of some difference. 
Conceptions only proper to myself, 
Which give some soil, i)erhap8, to my behaviours : 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd ; 
(Among which number, Cassius, be you one ;) 
Nor construe any further my neglect^ 
Tlian that poor Brutus, with himself at war, 
Forgets tlie shows of love to otlier men. 

Cos. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your jmw- 
sion; 
By means whereof this breast of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great valu^ worthy cogitations. 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face f 

Bt'u. No, Cassius : for the eye sees not itself. 
But by reflection, by some other things. 

Cos. T is just : 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
Tiiat you have no such mirroi-s as will turn 
Your hidden worthiness into your eye, 
That you might see your shadow. I have heard. 
Where many of tlie best resj^ct in Rome, 
(Except immortal Caesar,) s^ieaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke, 
Have wish'd that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me^ Cassjiis^ 
That you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me ? 

Cos. Therefore, good Brutus, be preparM to hear : 
And, since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass. 
Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of yourself which you yet know not of. 
And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus : 

TOL. X. J 
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Were I a common laugker, or did use 

To stale with ordinary oaths my love 

To every new protestor ; if you know 

That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 

And after scandal them ; or if you know 

That I profess myself in banqueting 

To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. 

[Flourish and shotU, 

Bnc. What means this shouting I I do fear the 
people 
Choose Caesar for their king. 

Cos, Ay, do you fear it f 

Then must I think you would not have it so. 

Bru, I would not, Cassias ; yet I love him well :— 
But wherefore do you hold me here so long 1 
What is it that you would impart to me ¥ 
If it be aught toward the general good, 
Set honour in one eye, and death i* the other. 
And I will look on both indifferently : 
For, let the gods so speed toe as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 

Cos, I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as I do know your outward favour. 
Well, honour is the subject of my story. — 
I cannot tell what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but, for my single self, 
I had as lief not be as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself. 
I was bom free as Cssar; so were you : 
We both have fed as well ; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he : 
For once, upon a raw and gusty day, 
The troubled Tiber chafing witii her shores, 
Caesar said to me, '* Dar'st thou, Cassius, now 
Leap in with me into this angry flood. 
And swim to yonder point?" — Upon the wovd. 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in^ 
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And bade lilm follow : so, indeed, he did. 

The tonent loar'd ; and we did bnfiTet it 

With lusty sinews ; throwing it aside 

And stemming it with hearts of controYerajr, 

But ere we could arrive the point proposed,* 

Caesar cried, *' Help me, Gassius, or I sink/* 

I, as Mneas, our great ancestor, 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 

The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of Tib«r 

Did I the tired Caesar: Aiid this man 

Is now become a god; and Cassius is 

A wretched creature, and must bend his body, 

If Caesar carelessly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him, I did mark 

How he did shake : 't is tnie, this god did shake : 

His coward lips did from their colour fly ; 

And that same eye whose bend doth awe the world 

Did lose his lustre: I did hear him groan : 

Ay, and that tong^ue of his that bade the Romans 

Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 

Alas ! it cried, ** Give me some drink, Titinias,'* 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of such a feeble temper should 

So get the start of the majestic world, 

And bear the palm alone. ISkotU, Flourish, 

Bru. Another general shout! 
I do believe that these applauses are 
For some new honours that are heap*d on CsBsar. 

Cos, Wliy, man, he doth bestride the narrow world, 
Like a Colossus ; and we petty men 

■^ The use of arrtw without the pieporitioii has an example In 
the later writiBga of Miltcm ^— 

** Who shall spread hSs airy flight, 
iTpbome with indefati|;able winxs 
Over the ^ast abrupt, ere he omoc 
The happy isle." 
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Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 

To lind ourselves dishonourable graves. 

Men at some time are masters of their fates : 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 

But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus and Caesar : What should be in that Caesar t 

Why should that name be sounded more tlian youn? 

Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ; 

Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with them, 

Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar. [SkouL 

Now in the names of all the gods at once, 

Uiwn what meat doth tliis our Caesar feed, 

That he is grown so great i Age, thou ait sham'd ! 

Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 

When went there by an age, since the great flood, 

But it was fam^d with more than with one man i 

When could they say, till now, that f alk'd of Rome, 

That her wide walks encompass'd but one man 9 

liow is it Rome indeed, and room enough. 

When there is in it but one only man. 

O ! you and I have heard our fathers say, 

There was a Brutus once that would have brook'd 

The eternal devil to keep his slate in Rome, 

As easily as a king. 

Bru, That you do love me, I am nothing jealous: 
What you would work me to, I have some aim ; 
How I have thought of this, and of these time^ 
I shall recount hereafter ; for this present, 
I would not, so with love I might entreat you. 
Be any further mov'd. What you have said, 
I will consider ; what you have to say, 
I will with patience hear : and find a time 
Both meet to hear and answer such high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this ; 
Brutus had rather be a villager, 
Thau to repute himself a son of Rome 
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Under these hard conditionB as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Ca8. I am glad that my weak words 
Have struck but tlius much show of fire from Bmtus. 

Re-enter Cksar and hh Train, 

Bru, The games are done, and Gssar is returning. 

Cos, As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve ; 
And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you 
Wliat hath proceeded worthy note to-day. 

BrUm I will do so : — But, look you, Cassius, 
The angry spot doth glow on Caesar's brow, 
And all tiie rest look like a chidden train : 
Calphumia's cheek is pale ; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes, 
As we have seen him in the Capitol, 
Being crossM in conference by some senators. 

Cos, Casca will tell us what the' matter is. 

Cces. Antonius. 

Ant Caesar. 

Grs. Let me have men about me that are fat ; 
Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o' nights ; 
Yond* Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 
He thinks too much : such men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Caesar, he *s not chingerous ; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

CiPS, 'Would he were fatter : — But I fear him not : 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
I do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much ; 
He is a great observer, and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays^ 
As thou dost, Antony ; he bears no music : 
Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in such a sort 
As if be mocked himself, and scom'd his spirit 
That could be mov'd to smile at anything. 
Such men as he be never at heart's ease, 
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Whiles they hehold a greater than themadTes ; 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
Than what I fear, for always I am Caesar. 
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly what thou think'st of him. 

[Exeunt Cjcsar and his Train, Casca 
stays behind, 

Casca. You pulled me by the cloak : Would you 
speak with me 9 

Bru. Ay, Casca ; tell us what hath chanced to-day, 
That CsBsar looks so sad ? 

Casca. Why, you were with him, were you not! 

Bru. I should not then ask Casca what had chanc'd. 

Casca. Why, there was a crown offered him : and 
being offered him, he put it by with the back of his 
handf thus ; and then the people fell a' shouting* 

Bru. What was the second noise for f 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Cas. They shouted thrice : What was the last cry 
fori 

Casoa. Why, for that too. 

Bru. Was the crovm offered him thrice 9 

Casoa, Ay, marry was 't, and he put it by thric^ 
every time gentler than other ; and at every putting by, 
mine honest neighbours shouted. 

Ciu. Who offered him the crown ? 

Casca. Why, Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Casca. I can as well be hanged as tell the manner of 
it : it was mere foolery. I did not mark it. I saw 
Mark Antony offer him a crown ; — yet 't was not a 
crown neither, 't was one of these coronets j — and, as I 
told you, he put it by once ; but for all that, to my 
thinking, he would fain have had it Then he offered 
it to him again ; then he put it by again : but, to my 
thinking, he was very loth to lay his fingers off it. And 



d by Google 



ScKNB IL] JULIUS CiSSAR. 149 

then he offered it the third time ; he put it the third 
time by : and still as he refused it, the rahblement 
hooted, and clapped their chapped hands, and threw 
up their sweaty nightcaps, and uttered such a deal of 
gtinVing breath because Ceesar refused the crown, that 
it had almost choked Caesar; for he swooned, and 
fell down at it : And for mine own part, I durst not 
laugh, for fear of opening my lips and receiving the 
bad air. 

Ckts. But, soft, I pray you: Whatf Did Cxsar 
swoon if 

Casca. He fell down in the market*place, and 
foamed at mouth, and was speechless. 

Bru. 'T is very like : he hath the falling sickness. 

Cos, No, Caesar hath it not ; but you, and I, 
And honest Casca, we have the falling sickness. 

Casca. I know not what you mean by that ; but I 
am sure Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people did 
not clap him, and hiss him, according as he pleased 
and displeased them, as they used to do the players in 
the theatre, I am no true man. 

Bru. What said he, when he came unto himself f 

Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per- 
ceived the common herd was glad he refused the crown, 
he plucked me ope his doublet, and offered them his 
throat to cut. — An I had been a man of any occupa* 
tion, if I would not have taken him at a word, I 
would I might go to hell among the rogues '.—and so 
he fell. When he came to himself again, he said, If 
he had done or said anything amiss, he desired their 
worships to think it was his infirmity. Three or four 
wenches, where I stood, cried " Alas, good soul ! " — 
and forgave him with all their hearts : But there ^s no 
heed to be taken of them ; if Caesar had stabbed their 
mothers they would have done no less. 

Bru. And after that he came, thus sad, away I 

Casca. Ay. 
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Cos, Did Cicero say anything? 

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cos. To what effect? 

Casca. Nay, an I tell you that 1 11 ne er look you 
V the face again: But those that understood him 
smiled at one another, and sliook theii* heads : but, fur 
mine ovrn part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you 
more news too: Marullus and Flavins, for pulling 
scarfs ofl* Caesar's images, are put to silence. Fare you 
well. There was more foolery yet, if I could remem- 
ber it 

Cos. Will you sup with me to-night^ Casca? 

Casca* No, I am promised forth. 

Cos, Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 

Casca, Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and 
your dinner worth the eating. 

Cas, Good ; I will expect you, 

Casca, Do so : farewell both. [Exit Casca. 

Bru, What a blunt fellow is this grown to be! 
lie was quick mettle when he went to school. 

Cas. So he is now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprise. 
However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit, 
Wliich gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru, And so it is. For this time I will leave you : 
To-morrow, if you please to speak with me, 
I will come home to you ; or, if you will. 
Come home to me, and I wilFVait for you. 

Cos. I will do so : — till then, tliink of the world. 

[Exit Brutus. 
^ ell, Brutus, thou art noble ; yet, I see 
^"y honourable metal may be wrought 
^rom that it is disposed : Therefore 't is meet 
J;nat noble minds keep ever witli their likes : 
'Or who so firm that carmot be seduc'df 
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Caesar doth bear me bard : But be loves Brutiu : 

If I were Brutus now, and be were Cassius, 

He sbould not bumour me. I will this night, 

In several lionds, in at bis windows throw, 

As if they came from several citizens, 

Writings, all tending to the great opinion 

Tiiat Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely 

Caesar's ambition shall be glanced at : 

And, after tbis, let Ciesar seat him sure; 

For we will shake bim, or worse days endure. [Exit 

SCENE III.— TAg same. A Street 

Thunder and Lightning. Enter, from opposite sides, 
Casca, mth his stoord drawuj and Cicbro. 

Cic. Good even, Casca : Brought you Caesar home? • 
Why are you breathless ? and why stare you so? 

Casca. Are not you mov'd, when all the sway of 
earth 
Shakes like a thing unfinn ? O Cicero, 
I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have riv'd the knotty oaks ; and I liave seen 
Tlie ambitious ocean swell) and rage, and foam. 
To be exalted with the threat'ning clouds : 
But never till to-night, never till now, 
Did I go through a tempest dropping fire. 
Either there is a civil strife in heaven ; 
Or else the world, too saucy with tl»e gods, 
Incenses them to send destruction. 

Cic. Why, saw you anything more wonderful ? 

Casca. A common slave (you know bim well by 
sight) 
Held up his lefl band, which did flame and b\ini 
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand, 
Not sensible of fire, remained unscorch'd. 
Besides, (I have not since put up my sword,) 

* To bring cue on his way was to accompapy hina. 
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Against the Capitol I met a lion, 
Who glar'd *' u]K)n me, and went surly by 
Without annoying me : and there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women, 
Transformed with their fear ; who swore they saw 
Men all in fire walk up and down the streets. 
And, yesterday, the bird of night did sit^ 
Even at noon-day, upon the market-place, 
Hooting and shrieking. When these prodigies 
Do so conjointly meet, let not men say 
" These are their reasons, — ^They are natural ;" 
For, I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. 

Cic. Inc^eed, it is a strange-disposed time : 
But men may construe things, after their fashion, 
Clean from the purpose of the things themselves. 
Comes CsBsar to the Capitol to-morrow? 

Casca. He doth ; for he did bid Antonius 
8end word to you he would be there to-morrow. 

Cic. Gbod night then, Casca : this disturbed sky 
Is not to walk in. 

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. [Exit Ciceko. 

Bnter Cassius. 
Cos. Who 's there? 
Ccuca, A Roman. 

Cos. Casca, by your voice. 

Caaca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what night is 

this? 
Cos. A very pleasing night to honest men. 
Caaca. Wlio ever knew 3ie heavens menace so ? 
Cos. Those that have known the earth so full of 

faults. 

*■ Olar'd. The original has p/a«'d. A well-known quotittiob 
from * Macbeth,' ^ven by Steovens, is decisive as to the pro- 
priety of using glar'd in the passage before us :■«- 

" Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
T)iat thou dost glare with." 
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For my parf^ I bare walked aboufc the stieets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous night ; 
And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see, 
Have bar'd my bosom to the thunder-stone : 
And when the cross-blue lightuing seemed to open 
The breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it 

Cftsca. But wherefore did you so much tempi the 
heavens? 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 
When the most mighty gods, by tokens, send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 

Ccu, You ate dull, Casca ; and those sparks of life 
That should be in a Boman you do want, 
Or else you use not : You look pale, and gaze. 
And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder, 
To see the strange impatience of the heavens : 
But if you would consider the tiue cause 
Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts. 
Why birds and beasts, from quality and kind ; 
Why old men, fools, and children calculate ; 
Why all these things change from their ordinance. 
Their natures, and pre-formed faculties. 
To monstrous quality,— why, you shall find. 
That heaven hath infus'd them with these spirits, 
To make them instruments of fear and warning 
Unto some monstrous state. 
Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man 
Most like this dreadful night ; 
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As dotli the lion in the Capitol : 
A man no mightier than thyself, or me, 
In })ersonal action ; yet prodigious grown. 
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 

Ccuca. T is Caesar that you mean : Is it not, Cassius ? 

Caa, Let it be who it is : for Romans now 
Have thews and limbs like to their ancestorsy 
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But, woe the while ! our iathen* minds are dead. 
And we are govem*d with our mothers' spirits ; 
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish. 

' Casca. Indeed they say the senators to-morrow 
Mean to establish Gesar as a king : 
And he shall wear his crown by sea and land. 
In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cos, 1 know where I will wear this dagger then ; 
Cassias from bondage will deliver Caasius : 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong ; 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat : 
Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass. 
Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron, 
Can be retentive to Uie strength of spirit : 
But life, being weary of these worldly bars, 
Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 
If I know this, know all the world besides, 
Tliat part of tyranny that I do bear 
I can shake otl' at pleasure. [ Thunder stUL 

Casca. So can I : 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 
Tlie power to cancel his captivity. 

Cos. And why should CsBsar be a t3rrant then? 
Poor man ! I know he would not be a wolf. 
But that he sees the Romans are but sheep : 
He were no lion were not Romans hinds. 
Those that with haste will make a mighty fire 
Begin it with weak straws : What trash is Rome^ 
What rubbisli, and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Csesar ! But, O, grief! 
Where hast thou led me ? I, perhaps, speak tliis 
Before a willing bondman : Uien I know 
My answer must be made : But I am armM, 
And dangers are to me indifferent 

Casca. Vou speak to Casca ; and to such a man 
That is no lleering tell-tale. Hold my hand : 
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Be factious * for redress of all t;he8e griefs ; 
And I will set this foot of mine as far 
As who goes farthest 

C<i8, There 's a bargain made, 

Now know you, Casca, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the noblest«minded Romans, 
To undergo with me an entei-prise 
Of honourable-dangerous consequence ; 
And I do know by this they stay for me 
In Pompey*8 porch : For now, this fearful night, 
Tliere is no stir or walking in the streets ; 
And the complexion of the element 
In favour 's like the work we have in hand, 
Most bloody, fieiy, and most terrible* 

Enter Cinna. 

Caaca. Stand close awhile, for here comes one in 
haste. 

Cos* ^ is Cinna, I do know him by his gait ; 
He is a friend. — Cinna, where haste you so ^ 

Cin. To find out you : Who 's that % Metellus Cimber ? 

Cos. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not staid for, Cinna ? 

Cin, I am glad on 't What a feariul night is this ! 
There 's two or three of us have seen strange sights. 

CcLS. Am I not staid for? Tell me. 

Cin. Yes, you are. 

O, Cassius, if you could but win the noble Brutus 
To our party 

Cas. Be you content : Good Cinna, take this paper, 
And look you, lay it in the prwtor's chair, 
Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this 
In at his window : set this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus' statue : all this done, 

*■ Factious, To be factious, in its original sense, is to 1x* 
doing ; but Malone suggests that it means '* embody a paxf y or 
faction.'* 
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Remir to Pompey^s porcb, where you shall find us. 
Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonius, there 1 

Cin. All, but Metellus Gimber ; and he *f gone 
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie, 
And so bestow these papers as you bade me. 

Cos, That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. 

[EzU ClNKA. 

Come, Casca, you and I will yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at his house : three parts of him 
Is ours already ; and the man entire. 
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 

Casca. O, he sits high in all the people^s hearts : 
And that which would appear offence in us, 
His countenance, like richest alchymy, 
Will change to virtue and to worthiness. 

Cos. Him, and his worth, and our great need of him. 
You have right well conceited. Let us go, 
For it is after midnight ; and ere day 
We will awake him, and be sure of him. \SxeunL 
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ACT II. 

SCENE L-^The tame. Brutus'^ Orchard. 
Enter Brutui. 

Bru, What, Lucius 1 ho ! — 
I cannot, by the prograu of the stan, 
Give guess how near to day. — Lucius, I say !>- 
I would it were 'my fault to sleep so soundly. — 
When, Lucius, when!* Awake, I say! What, Lucius I 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Caird you, my lord ? 

Bru. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius t 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Luc. I will, my lord. [Exit. 

Bru. It must be by his death : and, for my part, 
I know no personal cause to spurn at him, 
But for the general*. He would be crowned :-^ 
How that might change his nature, there 's the question. 
It is the bright day that brings forth the adder ; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him I — ^That j— - 
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
The abuse of greatness is when it disjoins 
Kemorse^ from power : And, to speiuc truth of CflBsar, 
I have not known when his affections swayed 
More than his reason. But *t is a conunon proof 
That lowliness is young ambition^s ladder, 
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face : 
But when he once attams the utmost round, 
»Soia«RkhardII.'— 

•* When, Horry, when l* 
A common expression of impaileaoet 

^ Semorie^'j^iiy, tenderness. 
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He then unto the ladder turns his back, 

Looks in the clouds, scorning the txise degrees 

By which he did ascend : So Caesar may ; . 

Then, lest he may, prevent And, since the quarrel 

Will bear no colour fur the tiling he is, 

Fashion it thus ; that what he is, augmented, 

Would run to these and these extremities : 

And therefore think him as a serpent's egg, 

Which, hatched, would as his kind grow mischiorous; 

And kUl him in the shell. 

Re-enter Luc its. 

Lite, The taper bumeth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus seaVd up ; and, I am sure, 
It did not lie there when I went to bed. 

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March? 

Luc. I know not, sir. 

Bi-u, Look in the calendar, and bring me word. 

Luc. I will, sir. \^Exii. 

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air, 
Give so much light that I may read by them. 

[ Opeiis the letter, and reads, 
** Brutus, thou sleep'st ; awake, and see thyself. 
Shall Rome, &c. Speak, strike^ redress ! 

Brutus, thou sleep'st ; awake !" 

Such instigations have been often dropp'd 

Where I have took them up. 

<< Shall Rome, &c." Thus must I piece it out ; 

Shall Rome stand under one man's awe? What! Rome? 

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 

The Tarquin drive, when he was calVd a king. 

^' Speak, strike, redress V — Am I entreated 

To speak, and strike ? O Rome ! I make the promise, 

If the redress will follow, thou receivest 

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus ! 
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He-enter Lucius. 
Ltic. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days. 

[Knook wUkin. 
Bru, TT is good. Go to the gate : somebody knocks. 

[Exit Lucius. 
Since Cassius first did whet me against OBesar 
I have not slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 
The genius and the mortal instruments 
Are dien in council ; and the state of a man,* 
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Ltic. -Sir, 't is your brother Cassius^ at the door, 
Who doth desire to see you. 

Bru. Is he alone? 

Lite, No, sir, there are more with him. 

Bru, Do you know them f 

Luc. No, sir ; their hats are pluck'd about their ears, 
And half their faces buried in their cloaks. 
That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favour.*' 

Bru. Let them enter. [Exit Lucius. 

They are the faction. O Conspiracy ! 
Sham^st thou to show thy dangerous brow by night, 
When evils are most free ? ' O, then, by day 

* A man. So the orijtinal ; bat Steevens and other ni<»defrti 
editors omit the article, which cleuiy explains what has pre- 
ceded it. A man individualizes the description ; and shows that 
•* the genins" on the one hand, means the spirit, ot the im- 
pelling higher power moving the spirit, whilst *' the mortal 
iostmrnento" hat reference to the bodUy powers whi^ the will 
sets in action. 

b Cassias had married Junia, the sister of Brutus. 

* ^aroim— countenance. 

VOL. X. K 
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Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 

To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none, Goo- 

spiiaej; 
Hide it in smiles and affability : 
For if thou path,* thy native semblan^ qd, 
Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee horn prevention. 

Enter Cassius, Gasca, Dbcius, Gikna, Mbtsu.us 
GiMBSB, and Trbboniub. 

Cos. I think we are too bold upon your rest : 
Grood morrow, Brutus. Do we trouble you? 

Bru, I have been up this hour ; awake all night. 
Know I these men that come along with you f 

Cos. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here 
But honours you : and every one doth wish 
You had but that opinion of yourself 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius, 

Bru, He is welcome hither. 

Cos, ThiBf Decius Brutus. 

Bru, He is welcome too. 

Cos, This, Gasca ; this^ Ginna ; and this, MetelluB 
Gimber. 

Bru, They are all welcome. 
What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and night t 

Ccts, Shall I entreat a word f \_They whisper, 

Dec, Here lies the east: Doth not the day break 
herel 

Caeea, No. 

Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth ; and yon grey lines 
That fret the clouds are messengers of day. 

Ctiaca. Tou shall confess that you are both deceived. 
Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises ; 

* PatA^walk on a trodden wtty— move finrwaid amidBt obterr- 

atioD. 
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Which is a great wiiy growing on the south, 
Weigbing tbe youthful season of the year. 
Some two months henc^ up higher toward the north 
He first presents his fire ; and the high east 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 

Bru, Give me your hands all over, one by on<». 

Ca«. And let us swear our resolution. 

£ru. No, not an oath : If not the face of men, 
The sufferance of our souls, the timers abuse, — 
If these be motives weak, break off betimes, 
And every man hence to fais idle bed ; 
So let high-sighted tyranny range on, 
Till each man drop by lottery. But if these. 
As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women ; then, countrymen, 
What need we any spur but our own cause 
To prick us to redress f what other bond. 
Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word, 
And will not palter f and what other oath. 
Than honesty to honesty engag'd, 
That this shall be, or we will fall for it ? 
Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautelous,* 
Old feeble carrions, and such suffering souls 
That welcome wrongs ; unto bad causes swear 
Such creatures as men doubt : but do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprise, 
Nor the insuppressive metal of our spirits. 
To think that, or our cause, or our performanco, 
Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood. 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears. 
Is guilty of a several bastardy. 
If he do break the smallest particle 
Of any promise that hath passed from him. 

Cos. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound him ? 
I think he will stand very strong with us. 
• Cavtehus^mryy circumspect. 
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Casca, I<et us not leave him out 

Cin, N0| by no means. 

Met. O let U8 Iiave him ; for his silver liaii-s 
Will purchase us a gOQid opinion. 
And buy men's voices to commend our deeds : 
It shall be said his judgment rul'd our hands; 
Our youths, and wiidness, shall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity. 

Bru. O, name him not; let us not break with 
him ; 
For he will never follow anything 
That other men begin. 

Cos. Then leave him out 

Casca. Indeed, he is not fit 

Dec, Shall no man else be touched but only Gesar? 

Cos. Decius, well urg'd : — I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, so well belov'd of Caesar, 
Should outlive Caesar : We sliall imd of him 
A shrewd contriver ; and you know his means, 
If he improve them, may well stretch so far 
As to annoy us all : which to prevent. 
Let Antony and Caesar fall together. 

Bru. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius CassiuS; 
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs; 
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards : 
For Antony is but a limb of Csesar. 
Let us be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius. 
We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar ; 
And in the spirit of men there is no blood t 
O, that we then could come by Csesar's spirit, 
And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas, 
Caesar must bleed for it ! And, gentle friends, 
Let 's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully * 
Let 's carve liim as a dish fit for the gods. 
Not hew him as a carcase fit for houuds : 
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do. 
Stir up their servants to an act of rage, 
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And after seem to chide them. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envious : 
Which so appearing to the common eyes, 
We shall be call'd purgers, not murderers. 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 
For he can do no more than Caasar's arm, 
When CsBsar's head is off. 

Cos. Yet I fear him ; 

Foe in the ingrafted lore he bears to CsBsar, — . 

Bru. Alas, good Cassius! do not think of him : 
If he love Caesar, all that he can do 
Is to himself, — take thought, and die for Csesar : 
And tiiat were much he should ; for he is given 
To sports, to wildness, and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die ; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 

IClock strikes, 

Bi'u, Peace ! count the clock. 

Cos, The clock haiih stricken three. 

Treb. T is time to part. 

Cos, But it is doubtful yet 

Whether Caesar will come forth to-day, or no : 
For he is sujjerstttious grown of late ; 
Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies ; 
It may b^ these apparent prodigies, 
Tlie unaccustomed terror of this night, 
And the persuasion of his augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

Dec. Never fear that : If he be so resolvM 
I can o'ersway him : for he loves to hear 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees. 
And bears with glasses, elephants with holes, 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers : 
But when I tell him he hates flatterers, 
He says he does ; being then most flattered. 
Let me work : 
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For I can gire hii humour the true bcot ; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cos, Nay, we will all of ns be there to fetch hin. 

Bru, By tiie eighth hour : Is that the uttermost 9 

Cin. Be that the uttermost, and lail not then. 

MeU Gaios Ligarius doth bear Gaaar hard. 
Who rated bim for speaking well of Pompey ; 
I wonder none of you have thought of him. 

Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him;* 
He loves me well, and I have given him xeasons; 
Send him but hither, and I 'U ihshion him. 

Cku, The morning comes upon us : We '11 leave you, 
Brutus:— 
And, friends, disperse yooiaelves ; but all remember 
What you have said, and show yourselves true R o m aiui. 

Bru, Good gentlemen, look ^esh and merrily ; 
Let not our looks put on our purposes ; 
But bear it as our Roman actors do, 
With untir*d spirits and formal constancy : 
And so, good morrow to you every one. 

[Exeunt aU hut Bbutus. 
Boy ! Lucius ! — Fast asleep! It is no matter ; 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber ; 
Tliou hast no figures^ nor no fantasies, 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men : 
Therefore thou sleep'st so sound. 

Enter Portia. 

For, Brutus, my loid \ 

Bru. Portia, what mean you ? Wherefore rise you 
nowf 
It is not for your health thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw-cold morning. 

For. Nor for youia neither. You have ungwtly, 
Brutus, 
Stole from my bed : And yesternight, at sqppev, 

■ By Am— by his lioase. 

I 

I 
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You suddenly oroie^ and wmlk'd about, 
Musing and sighing, with your arms across : 
And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
You star'd upon me wi& ungentle looks : 
I urg^d you further ; then you scratched your bead^ 
And too impatiently stamped with your foot : 
Yet I insisted, yet you answered not ; 
But, with an angry waituxe of your hand^ 
Gave sign for me to leave you : So I did ; 
Fearing to stroigthen that impatience 
Which seem*d too much enkindled ; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour, 
Which sometime hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep ; 
And, could it work so much upon your shape^ 
As it hath much prevailed on your condition, 
I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord. 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

Bru, I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Por. Brutus is wise, and were he not in health 
He would embrace the means to come by it 

Bru. Why, so I do: — Good Portia, go to bed. 

Por. Is Brutus sick 9 and is it physical 
To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours 
Of the dank morning 9 What, is Brutus sick ; 
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed. 
To dare the vile coiitagion of the night, 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
To add imte his sickness ? No, my Brutus ; 
You have some .sick offence within your mind. 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: And, upon my kniees, 
I charm you, by my once eommended beauty, 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate -and make us one^ 
That you unfold to me^ yourself, your ha;lf, 
Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night 
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Have hod resort to you : for here iiave been. 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Kven from darlmess. 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

Por, I ^ould not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you? Am I yourself 
But, as it were, in sort or limitation ; 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 
And talk to you sometimes 1 Dwell I but in ihe suburbs 
Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more^ 
Portia is Brutus' haiiot, not his wife. 

Bru, You are my true and honourable wife ; 
As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 

Por, If this were true, then should I know this secret 
I grant I am a woman ; but, withal, 
A woman tliat lord Brutus took to wife : 
I grant I am a woman ; but, withal, 
A woman well-reputed, — Gato*s daughter. 
Think you I am no stronger than my sex^ 
Being so father'd, and so husbanded ? 
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose them : 
I have made strong proof of my constancy. 
Giving myself a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with patience. 
And not my husband's secrets ? 

Bru. ^ O ye gods, 

Render me worthy of this noble wife! 

iKnocking xoithin. 
Hark, hark! one knocks : Portia,, go in awhile : 
And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart 
All my engagements I will construe to thee, 
All the chuactery of my sad brows :«> 
Leave me with haste. \Ejcit Portia. 
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Enter Lucius and Liqarius. 

Lucius, who ^s that knocks ? 

Luc, Here is a sick man that would speak with you. 

Bru. Caius Ligarins, that Metellus spake of. — 
Boy, stand aside. — Caius Ligarius ! how ? 

Ltff. Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble tongue. 

Bru, O, what a time have you chose out, brave Caiu% 
To wear a kerchief ! 'Would you were not sick I 

Lig. I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow before, 
I here discard my sickness ! Soul of Rome ! 
Brave son, deriv'd from honourable loins ! 
Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur'd up 
My mortified spirit. Now bid me run 
And I will stiive with things impossible ; 
Yea, get the better of them. What 's to do ? 

Bru. A piece of work that will make sick men whole. 

Lig. But are not some whole that we must make sick ? 

Bru, That must be also. What it is, my Caius, 
I shall unfold to thee, as we are going 
To whom it must be done. 

Lig, Set on your foot ; 

And, with a heart new fir'd, I follow you. 
To do I know not what : but it sufiiceth 
That Brutus leads me on. 

Bru, Follow me then. [ExeunL 

SCENE 11.— 'The same, A Room in Cassar'a Palace, 

Thunder and lightning. Enter Casab, in his night' 
gown. 

Cos, Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace to- 
nighl : 
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Thrice hatli Galphamia in her fleep cried out, 

** Help, ho ! they muither CaBsar!" Who 's within? 

Enter a Servant 
Serv, My lord? 

Gets. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice^ 
And bring me their opinions m success. 

Serv, I will, my lord. [Exit, 

Enter Calphubnia. 

Col, What mean you, CsBsai f Think you to walk 
forth? 
You shall not stir out of your house to-day. 

Cofs, CaBsar shall forth : The things that thxeaten'd me 
Ne'er lookM but on my back ; when they shall see 
The face of Geesar, they are vanished, 

Cal. Csesar, I never stood on ceremonieSt 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within. 
Besides the things that we have heard and seeiv 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A lioness hath whelped in the streets ; 
And graves have yawn*d and yielded up their deod : 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks and squadrons, and right form of war^ 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol: 
The noise of battle hurtled* in the air, 
Horses do neigh,^ and dying men did groan ; 
And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the streets, 
O Csssar ! these things are beyond all use, 
And I do fear them. 

*■ Hurtled. This magnificent word ezpressM the clashing of 
\vcapon8 : it is probably the same word u hurled ft and Shak- 
spere, with the boldness of genius, makes the aetion give the 
sound. 

y Jh neijfh, Steevens departs from the original in readio; 
did neigh; but the tenses, we have no doubt, are porposely con- 
founded , in the vague terror of the speaker. Horses '* do neigh ' ' 
contanuee the image of 

" Fierce ftery warrion fight npon the elooda.** 
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Ceu. What can be avoided 

Whose end is pnipos^d by the mighty gods ¥ 
Yet Gseiar shall go forth ; for these predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Gsesar. 

CcU. When beggars die, there are no comets seen ; 
The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of princes. 

Cces. Cowards die many times before their deaths ; 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 
Of all the wonders tliat I yet have heard. 
It seems to me most strange that men should fear ; 
Seeing that death, a necessary end. 
Will come when it will come. 

Re-^nter a Servant 

What say the angurers ? 

Sferc. They would not have you to stir forth to-day. 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beast. 

Cos. The gods do this in shame of cowardice : 
Caesar should be a beast without a heart, 
If he should stay at home to-day for fear. 
No, Caesar shall not ; Danger knows full well 
That Caesar is more dangerous than he. 
We were two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible ; 
And Caesar shall go forth. 

Cal. Alas, my lord. 

Your wisdom is consumed in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day : call it my fear 
That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 
We 11 send Mark Antony to the senate-house ; 
And he shall say you are not well to-day : 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

Cas. Mark Antony shall say I am not well ; 
And, for thy humour, I will stay at home. 

Enter Deoius* 
Here 's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so. 
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Dec, Caosar, all kail ! Good mocrow, worthy CsBsar: 
I come to fetch you to the aenate-house. 

Caa, And you are come in very haj^ tim^ 
To bear my greeting to the senators^ 
And tell them that I will not come to-day : 
Cannot, is false; and that I dare not, fidser ; 
I will not come to-day : Tell them to^ Deeius. 

Cal, Say he is sick. 

Cces, Shall Caesar send a lie ? 

Have I in conquest stretched mine arm so far. 
To be afeard to tell greybeards the truth 9 
Deeius, go tell them Caesar will not come. 

Dec. Most mighty Caesar, let me know some cause, 
Lest I be laughed at when I tell them so. 

C<e«. The cause is in my will, I will not come -, 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 
But, for your private satisfaction, 
Because I love you, I will let you know ; 
Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home : 
She dreamt to-night she saw my statue. 
Which like a fountain, with a hundred spouts. 
Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it 
And these does she apply for warnings and portents. 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd tliat I will stay at home to-day. 

Dec. This dream is all amiss interpreted ; 
If. was a vision fair and fortunate : 
Your statue s|X)uting blood in many pipes. 
In which so many smiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck 
Reviving blood ; and that great men shall press 
For tinctures, stains, relics, and cognizance. 
This by Calphumia's dream is signified. 

C<BS. And this way have you well expounded it. 

Deo* I have when you have heai-d what I can say : 
And know it now ; the senate have concluded 
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To gir«, this day, a crown to migbty Oaesar. 

If you shall send them void you will not come, 

Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock 

Apt to be rendered, for some one to say, 

<< Break up the senate till another time, 

When Caesar's wife shall meet with better dreams." 

If Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper, 

<' Lo, Caesar is afraid f 

Pardon me, Caesar : for my dear, dear love 

To your proceeding bids me tell you tliis ; 

And reason to my love is liable. 

Cofs. How foolish do your fears seem now, Cal- 
phumia ! 
I am ashamed I did yield to them. — 
Give me my robe, for I will go : — 

Enter Publids, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, 
Casca, Trebonius, afid Cinna. 

And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 

Pub. Good morrow, Caesar. 

Cos, Welcome, Publius. — 

What, Brutus, are you stirr'd so early too? 
Good morrow, Casca. — Caius Ligarius, 
Caesar was ne'er so much your enemy 
As that same ague which bath made you lean. — 
What is 't o'clock? 

Bru. Caesar, 't is strucken eight. 

C£es. I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 

E7iter Antony. 

See ! Antony, that revels long o' nights, 

Is notwithstanding up : Good morrow, Antony. 

Ant So to most noble Caesar. 

Ctes, Bid them prepare within : — 
I am to blame to be thus waited for.— < 
Now, Cinna :— Now, Metellus : — What, Trebonius ! 
I have an hour's talk in store for you ; 
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Remember that you call on me to-day : 
Be near me, that I may remember you. 

7V06. CflBsar, i will : — and so near will I be^ ]_Ande, 
That your best friends shall wiab I had been further. 

C<S8, Qood friends, go in, and taste some wine with 
me; 
And we, like friends, will sttaightway go togedier. 

Bru. That every like is not the same^ O Gasar, 
The heart of Brutns yearns to tiiink upon ! [Exeuni. 

SCENE in.-— 7%0 atme, A Street near ^ke 
Capitol. 

Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper. 

Art, ** CsBsar, beware of Brutus ; take heed of Caarfas ; 
come not near Casca ; have an eye to Cinna ; trust not Trebo- 
niu8 ; mark well Metellus Cimber ; Decius Brutus loves thee 
not ; thou hast wronged Cains Ligarius. There is but one mind 
in all these men, and it is bent against Cesar. If thou beest 
not immortal, look about yon. Security gives way to coBspt- 
racy. The mighty gods defend thee 1 Thy lover, 

" Artemiookus.* 

Here will I stand till CsBsar pass along. 

And as a suitor will I give him this. 

My heart laments that virtue cannot live 

Out of the teeth of emulation. 

If thou read this, O Caesar, thou mayst live : 

If not, the Fates with tiaitors do ccKitrive. [ExiL 

SCENE IV,— The same. Another part of the same 
Street, before the Souse of Brutus. 

Enter Portia and Lucius. 

Por. I prithee, boy, run to tlie senate-house | 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone : 
Why dost thou stay % 

Luc. To know my errand, madam. 

For, I would bave had thee there, and here again. 
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Ece I can tell thee what thoa shoaldst do there.— 

constancy, be strong npon my side ! 

Set a huge moantain 'tween m j heart and tongue I 

1 haye a man's mind, but a woman^s might. 
How hard it is for women to keep comisel ! — 
Art tfaon here yet? 

Xue. Madam, what should I do ? 

Rum to tiie Capitol, and nothing else ? 
And so return to yon, and nothing else ? 

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well, 
For he went sickly fordi : And take good note 
What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him. 
Harky boy ! what noise is that ? 

Luc. I hear none, madam. 

Por. Prithee, listen well, 

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray. 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 

Lue. Sooth, madam, I hear hothing. 

Enter Soothsayer. 

Por. Come hither, fellow : 

Which way hast tiioa bienl 

Sooth. At mine own honse, good lady. 

Por. What is 't o'cloek f 

Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 

Por. Is Caesar yet gon^ to tfie Capitol? 

Sooth. MadaiO) not yet ; I go to take my stand. 
To see him pass on to tlie Capitol. 

Por. Thou bast MHie suit tt Csesar, hast thou not? 

Sooth. l%at t hM9i kdy : if it will please Csesar 
To be so good to OMaf as to hear me, 
I shall beseech Win. to beftiend himself. 

Por. Why, know*st ftou any harm 's intended to- 
waids him? 

Sooth. None that I know will be, much that I fear 
may chance. 
Good morrow to you. Here the street is narrow : 
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The throng that follows Caesar at the heels. 

Of senators, of prsetors, common suitors, 

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death : 

I *11 get me to a place more void, and there 

S])eak to great Caesar as he comes along. [ExiL 

Por, I must go in. — ^Ah me ! how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is ! O Brutus ! 
"Die heavens speed thee in thine enterprise I 
Sure, the boy heard me : — Brutus hath a suit 
That Caesar will not grant. — O, I grow faint ; — 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ; 
Say I am merry : come to me again, 
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. [^Exeunt 
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ACT III. 

SCENE l.—The same. The Capitol ; the Senate 
aUHnff, 

A crowd of people in the street leading to the Capitol ; 
among them Artemidorus and the Soothsayer. 
Flourish, Enter CiBSAR, Brutus, Cassius, Casca, 
Decius, Metellus, Trebonxus, Cinna, Antony, 
LsPXDVs, PopiLius, PuBLius, and othe}'s. 

^ Cces. The ides of March are come. 

Sooth. Ay, Caesar ; but not gone. 

Art. Hail, Caesar ! Read this schedule. 

Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o'er-read. 
At your best leisure, this his humble suit. 

Art. O, Caesar, read mine first : for mine 's a suit 
That touches Caesar nearer : Read it, great Caesar. 

Ctts, What touches us ourself shall be last served. 

Art. Delay not, Caesar ; read it instantly. 

Ctes. What, is the fellow mad ? 

Pub. ^ Sirrah, give place. 

Cas, What, urge you your petitions in the street I 
Come to the Capitol. 

C^sAR enters the Capitol, the rest foUowing. All the 
Senators rise. 

Pop. I wish your enterprise to-day may thrive. 

Cas. What enterprise, Popilius ? 

Pop. Fare you well. 

[Advances to CiSSAR. 
Bru. What said Popilius Lena? 
Cas. He wish'd, to-day our enterprise might thrive. 
I fear our purpose is discovered. 

Bru. Look, how he makes to Csesar : Mark him. 
VOL. X. -L 
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Cm. Casca, be sudden, for we fear preventioxL — 
Brutus, what shall be donef If this be known, 
Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back, 
For I will slay myself. 

Bru, 'Cassius, be constant : 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes ; 
For, look, he smiles, and Csesar doth not change. 

Cos, Trebonius knows his time; for, look you, Bmtus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

[Exeunt Antont and Trbbonius. Cjhar end 
the Senators take their Meats. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? Let him go, 
And presently prefer his suit to Csesar. 

Bru. He is addressed :* press near, and second hiiif. 

Cin. Casca, you are the first that rears your hand. 

C<88. Are we all ready ¥ what is now amiss, 
That CflBsar, and his senate, must redress 1 

Met Most high, most mighty, and most puissant 
Csesar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart : — [KneeUng. 

C<B8. I must prevent tiiee, Cimber. 

These couchings, and these lowly courtesies, 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men ; 
And turn pre-ordinance, and first decree, 
Into the law of children. Be not fond, 
To think thai Caesar bears such rebel blood. 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With that which melteth fools; I mean sweet words, 
Low crooked curtsies, and base spaniel fawning. 
Thy brother by decree is banished : 
If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn, for him, 
I spum thee, like a cur, out of my way. 
Know, Caesar doth not wrong : nor without cause 
Will he be satisfied. 

Met Is thexe no voice more worthy than my own, 
* Jddress'd—roBdy, 
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To sound mora nreetly in gpreat Csesar^s ear, 
For the repeailmg of my banish'd brother t 

Bru. I kiss thy hand, bat not in flattery, Caeiar ; 
Desiring thee that Publius Cimb«r may 
Have an immediate fivedom of repeal. 

Cas. What,BratiiBl 

Ccu, Pardon, GsBsar : Cassar, pardon : 

As low as to thy feot doth Cassius fall. 
To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 

Ceps, I could be well mov'd if I were as you ; 
If I eould pray to move, prayers would move me : 
But I am constant as the northern star, 
Of whose true-fix'd and resting quality 
There is no fellow in the firmament 
The skies are painted with tmnumber*d sparks, 
They are all fir^ and every one doth shine ; 
But there 's but one in all doth hold his place : 
So, in the world t T is fUmish'd well with men, 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive ; 
Yet, in the number, I do know but <«e 
That unassailable holds on his rank, 
Unshak^d of motion : and, that I am he 
Let me a little show it, — even in this. 
That I was constant Cimber should be banished. 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cin, O Caesar, — 

Cigs, Hence ! wilt thou lift up Olympus ¥ 

Dec. Great Caesar, — 

Cees, Doth not Brutus bootless kneel f 

Ccuca, Speak, hands, for me. 
[Casca stabs Cjesar in the neck, Cxsa.b, catches 
hold of his arm. He is then stabbed by several 
other Conspirators, and at last by Maacus 
BauTUs. 

Cees. EttUy ^rtt^f— Then fall, Caesar. 

[^Dies, The senatort and people retire in 
confiision. 
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Cin. Liberty! Freedom! Tyrannj is deadi — 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 

Cos. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out^ 
<< Liberty, freedom, and enfranchisement !" 

Bru. People, and senat(»r8 ! be not affrighted ; 
Fly not ; stand still : — ambition's debt is paid. 

Cdwea. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec. And Cassius too. 

Bru, Where 's Publius ? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

MeL Stand fast together, lest some friend of Casar's 
Should chance — 

Bru. Talk not of standing; — Publius, good cheer; 
There is no harm intended to your person. 
Nor to no Roman else : so tell them, Publius. 

Cos. And leave us, Publius ; lest that the people, 
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischi«r. 

Bru. Do so ; — and let no man abide this deed 
But we the doers. 

JRe-etiter Trebomitts. 

Cos. Where is Antony? 

Tre. Fled to his house amaz'd : 
Men, wives, and children stare, cry out, and run, 
As it were doomsday. 

Bru. Fates I we will know your pleasures : — 
That we shall die we know ; *t is but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

Casca. Why he that cuts off twenty years of life 
Guts off so many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant tliat^ and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Csesar^s friends, that have abridged 
His time of fearing death. — Stoop, Romans, stoo]), 
And let us bathe our hands in Ceesar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 
Then walk we forth, even to the market-place ; 
And waving our red weapons o^er our heads,. 
Let 's all cry. Peace, Freedon), and Liberty I 
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Gw. Stoop then, and wash. — How many ageg hence 
Shall this our lofty scene be acted over, 
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown ! 

Bru, How many times shall Caesar bleed in sport, 
That now on Pompey^s basis lies along, 
No worthier than the dust ! 

Cos, So oft as tiiat shall be^ 

So often shall the knot of us be call'd 
The men that gave their country liberty. 

Dec. What, shall we forth? 

Cat, Ay, every man away : 

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant 

Brtt, Soft, who comes here? A friend of Antony s. 

Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel ; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ; 
And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say : 
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest ; 
Csesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving ; 
Say, I lov\l Brutus, and I honour him ; 
Say, I fear'd Caesar, houourM him, and lov'd him. 
If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolved 
How Caesar hath deserved to lie in death, 
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod state. 
With all true faith. So says my master Antony. 

Bru. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman ; 
I never thought him worse. 
Tell him, so please him come unto this place, 
He shall be satisfied } and, by my honour. 
Depart untouchM. 

Serv, I '11 fetch him presently. [Exii Serraixt 
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Bru. I laum that we shall have him veil to friend. 

Cos. I wish we may : but yet haye I a mind 
That fears him much ; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose. 

Re-enter A2«toi«t. 

Bru, But here comes Antony. — ^Welcomei, Mark 

Antony. 

AtU. O mighty GsBsar! dost thou lie so lowt 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 
Shrunk to this little measure! — ^Fare thee well.— 
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who else must be let blood, who else is rank : 
If I myself, there is no hour so fit 
As CsBsar^s death's hour ; nor no instrument 
Of half that worth as those your swords, made rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 
Now, whilst your purpled hands do rede and smeks^ 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand yaai% 
I shall not find myself so apt to die : 
No place will please me so, no mean of deadi, 
As here by Caesar, and by you cut ofi^ 
The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bru, O Antony ! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel. 
As, by our hands and this our present act. 
You see we do, yet see you but our hands^ 
And this the bleeding business they have done : 
Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
(As fire drives out fire, so pity, pity) 
Hath done this deed on Caesar, For youv part, 
To you our swords have leaden points, Mark Antony : 
Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts^ 
Of brothers' temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverenoeh 
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Cos. Your Toice shall b« as itaiDg as any man^s 
In the disposing of new dignities. 

Bru. Only ht patient, till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear ; 
And then we will deliver you the cause. 
Why I, that did love Caesar when I struck him. 
Have thus proceeded. 

A,nL I doubt not of your wisdom. 

Let each man render me his bloody hand : 
First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you ; 
Next^ Gaius Caasius, do I take your hand; 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours ; — now yours, Metellus ; 
Yours, Cinna; — and^ ray valiant Casca, yours ; — 
Though last, not least in lovei, yours, good Trebonius. 
Gentlemen all, — alas ! what shall I say % 
My credit now stands on such slippery ground, 
That one of two bad ways you must conceit me^ 
Either a coward or a flatterer. — 
That I did love thee, Ceeaar, O, 't is true : 
If then thy spirit look upon us now, 
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death, 
To see thy ^tony making his peace. 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes^ 
Most noble ! in the presence of thy corse? 
Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds, 
Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy bloody 
It would become me better than to close 
In tenns of friendship with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius ! — Here wast thou bay'd, brave hart ; 
Here didst thou fall ; and here thy hunters stand, 
Signed in thy spoil, and crimsoned in thy lethe. 
O world ! thou wast the forest to this hart; 
And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee. — 
How like a deer, stricken by many princes, 
Dost thou here lie ! 

Cos, Mark Antony, — 

Aiit. Pardon me, Gaius Casius -y 
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The eoemies of Gasax tball say this; • 
Then in a friend it is cold modesty. 

Cos, I blame you not for praising Gsesar bo; 
But what compact mean you to have with us ? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends ; 
Or shall we on, and not depend on you ? 

Ant. Therefore I took your hands ; but was, indeed. 
Swayed from the point, by looking down on Csesar. 
Friends am I with you aU, and love you all ; 
Upon this hope, that you diall give me reasons 
Why and wherein Caesar was dangerous. 

Bru, Or else were this a savage spectacle. 
Our reasons are so full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the son of Csesar, 
You should be satisfied. 

ArU. That 's all I seek : 

And am moreover suitor that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend^ 
Speak in the order of his funeral* 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cos. Brutus, a word with yoo.-^ 

You know not what you do : Do not consent \^Andtk 
That Antony speak in his funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be mov^d 
By that which he will utter f 

Bru. By your pardon ;— 

I will myself into the pulpit first, 
And show the reason of our Caesar's death : 
What Antony shall speak, I will protest 
He speaks by leave and by permission; 
And that we are contented Caesar shall 
Have all true rites and lawful ceremonies. 
It shall advantage more than do us wrong. 

Cos. I know iiot what may fall : I like it not 

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar's body. 
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us, 
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But speak all good you can devise of Caesar ; 
And say you do H by our permission ; 
Else shall yoo not ha?e any hand at all 
About his funeral : And you shall speak 
In the same pulpit whereto I am going, 
AfVer my speech is ended. 

Ant, Be it so ; 

I do desire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

\^Exeunt all but Antony. 

AtU. O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth. 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophesy, — 
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope tlieir ruby lips. 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue, — 
A curse shall light upon the limbs of men : 
Domestic fury, and fierce civil strife, 
Siiall cumber all the parts of Italy : 
Blood and destruction shall be so in use, 
And dreadful objects so familiar. 
That mothers shsdl but smile when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war ; 
All pity chok'd with custom of fell deeds : 
And Caesar's spirit, ranging for revenge, 
With At6 by his side, come hot from hell, 
Shall in these con&nes, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry " Havock,"* and let slip the dogs of war ; 
That this foul deed shall smell above the eartli 
W*ith caiiion men groaning for burial. 

Enter a Servant 

You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not 9 

* Havoek^ according to Sir William Blackstone, was. ia ths 
military operationn of ancient times» the wonl by which declara- 
tion was made that no quarter should be given. 
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Serv, I do, Maik Antony. 

Ant. Caesar did write fcr him to come to Borne. 

Serv. He did leceiTe his letters^ and is coming : 
And bid me say to yon by word of months— 
O Caesar!— iSmmff the iody. 

Ant Thy heart is big; get thee apart and woep. 
Passion, I see, is catdiing; fn mine eyes, 
Seeing those beads of sonow stand in tiune^ 
Began to water. Is tiiy master coming f 

iServ. He lies to-night within seven leagnes of Rome. 

AnL Post back with speed, and tdl him what hath 
ehanc*d : 
Here is a mourning Borne, a dangerous Bome, 
No Borne of safety for Octavins yet ; 
Hie hence, and teU him so. Tet stay awhile ; 
Thou shalt not back till I have bome this ense 
Into the market-place : there shall I try, 
In my oration, how the people take 
The cruel issue of these bloody nm ; 
According to the which thou shalt discourse 
To young Octavius at the state of things. 
Lend me your hand. [JSsMm/, with Cmoam's iodjf. 

SCENE IL—T7ie same, TheTomm. 
Enter B&utub and Cassiu% and a throng i^ Citiiens. 

at. We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 

Bru. Then foUowme, and give me aodiaioc^iriindB.^ 
Cassius, go you into the other street^ 
And pajt the numbers. — 

Those tliat will hear me speak, let them stay heie; 
Those t)iat will follow Cassius, go with him ; 
And public reasons shall be rendered 
Of Caesar's death. 

1 Cit, I will hear Brutus speak. 

2 Cit. 1 will hear Cassius ; and compare their leaseni^ 
When severally we hear them rendered. 

[Exit Cassius, toitk some qf the Citiasus. 
BnuTua ffoes itUo the Bottrum, 
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3 at. The noble Brutus is ascended s Silence I 

JBru. Be patient till the last. 
Romans, countrymen, and lovers! hear me for my 
cause ; and be silent, that you may hear : believe me 
for mine hoocmr; and have respect to mine honour, 
that you may believe : censure me in your wisdom ; 
and awake your senses, that you may the better judge. 
If there be any in this assembly, any dear friend of 
Caesar's, to him I say, that Brutus* love to Caesar was 
no less than his. If then that friend demand why Bru- 
tus rose against Caesar, this is ray answer, — ^Not that I 
loved CflBsar less, but that I loved Rome more. Had 
you rather Caesar were living, and die all slaves ; than 
that Caesar were dead, to live all free men 1 As Caesar 
loved me, I weep for him ; as he was fortunate, I rejoice 
at it ; as he was valiant, I honour him : but, as he was 
ambitious, I slew him : There is tears, for his love ; joy, 
for his fortune ; honour, for his valour ; and death, for his 
ambition. Who is here so base that would be a bond- 
man 1 If any, speak ; for him have I offended. Who 
is here so rude that would not be a Roman 9 If any, 
speak ; for him have I offended. Who is here so vile 
that will not love his country ? If any. speak ; for him 
have I offended. I pause for a reply. 

Cit. None, Brutus, none. [Several speaking at once, 

Bru. Then none have I ofiiended. I have done no 
more to Caesar than you shall do to Brutus. The 
question of his death is enrolled is the Capitol $ his 
glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor his 
ofiences enforced^ for which he suffered death. 

Enter Antont and others, with CiBSAB*s body. 

Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony : who, 
though he had no hand in his death, shall receive the 
benefit -of his dying, a place in the commonwealth : As 
which of you shall not % With this I depart : That, as 
I slew my best lover for the good of Borne, I have the 
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same dagger for myself, when it sliall please my couotiy 
to need my death. 

Cit. Live, Brutus, live ! live ! 

1 Cit, Bring him with triumph home unto his bouse. 

2- Cit. Give him a statue witn his ancestors. 

3 Cit. Let him be Caesar. 

4 Cit» CsBsar's better parts 
Shall be crowned in Brutus. 

1 Cit We *11 bring him to his house with shouts and 

clamours. 
Bru. My countrymen, — 

2 Cit, Peace ; silence ! Brutus soeaks 
1 Cit Peace, ho ! 

Bru, Good countrymen, let me depart alon^ 
And, for my sake, stay here with Antony : 
Do grace to Caesar's corpse, and grace his speech 
Tending to Ciesar's glories ; which Mark Antony, 
By our permission, is allowed to make. 
I do entreat you not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [Ex^ 

I Cit, Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark Antony. 

3 Cit, Let him go up into the public chair; 
We '11 hear him : Noble Antony, go up, 

Ant. For Brutus' sake, I am beholding to you. 

4 Cit. What does he say of Brutus ? 

3 Cit, He says for Brutus' sake^ 
He finds himself beholding to us all. 

4 Cit. 'T were best he s^ieak no harm of Brutus here. 

1 Cit, This Csesar was a tyrant. 

3 Cit. Nay, that 's certain : 

We ure bless'd that Rome is rid of him. 

2 Cit. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say. 
Ant You gentle Romans, — 

Cit, Peace, ho! let us hear him. 

Ant, Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your 
ears; 
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise hinu 
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The evil that men do Ityes after tfaem ; 

The good is oil interred with their bones ; 

So let it be witli CsBsar. The noble Brutus 

Hath told yoa Cssar vras ambitious : 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault ; 

And grievously hath Csssar answer'd it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest. 

(For Brutus is an honourable man ; 

So are they all, all honourable men :) 

Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 

He was my friend, faithful and just to me : 

But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 

Whose ransoms did tlie general cofiTera fill : 

Did this in Cssar seem ambitious ¥ 

When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept : 

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 

Yet Brutus says, be was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

You all did see that on the Lupercal 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown. 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition f 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And, sure, he is an honoumble man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke. 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cause ; 

What cause withholds you then to mourn for him ^ 

O judgment^ thou art fled to brutish beasts, 

Aiid men have lost their reason ! — Bear with me; 

My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar, 

And I must pause till it come back to me. 

1 CiL Metliinks there is much reason in his say- 

ings. 

2 Cit, If thou consider rightiy of the matter, 
Caesar has had great wrong. 
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3 Cit, Has he, masters t 
I fear there will a worse come in his place. 

4 Cit, BIark*d ye his words f He would not take the 

crown; 
Therefore, *t is certain he was not ambitious. 

1 Cit, If it be found so, some will dear abide it 

2 Cit, Poor soul ! his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 

3 Cit, There 's not a nobler man in Rome than An- 

tony. 

4 Cit. Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 
Ant. But yesterday, the. word of Caesar might 

Have stood agunst the world : now lies he tiiere> 
And none so poor to do him reverence. 

masters ! if I were disposed to stir 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong. 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you, 
Than I will wrong such honourable men. 
But here *s a parchment, with the seal of Oiesar, 
I found it in his closet, *t is his will : 
Let but the commons hear this testament, 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 
And they would go and kiss dead Cssar*s wounds^ 
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood ; 
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory. 
And, dying, mention it within tiieir wills, 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, 
Unto their issue. 

4 Cit, We '11 hear the will : Read it, Mark Antony. 

Cit, The will, the will! we will hear Caesar's will. 

Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not read it; 
It is not meet you know how Caesar lov'd you. 
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men ; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Ceesar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad : 
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'T is good you know not that you are his heirs ; 
For if yoa should, O, what would come of it ! 

4 at Read the will ; we 11 hear it, Antony ; 
You shall read us the will ; Caesar's will. 

Ant. Will you be patient f Will you slay a while I 
I have o'erahot myself to tell you of it. 
I fear I wrong the honourable' men 
Whose da'ggerg have stabb'd Cassar : I do fear it 

4 Cit. They were traitors : Honourable men ! 

Cit, The will ! the testament ! 

2 at. They were villains, murderers : The will ! 
read the will 1 

Ant. You will compel me then to read the will ? 
Theu make a ring about the corpse of Csesar, 
And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend ? And will you give me leave f 

Cit. Gome down. 

2 C%. Descend. [Ee comes down from the pulpit 

3 CU, You shall have leave. 

4 at, A ring ; stand round. 

1 CU, Stand from the hearse, stand from the body. 

2 at. Room for Antony ;~most noble Antony. 
Ant. Nay, press not so upon me ; stand far off. 
Cit. Stand back ! room ! bear back ! 

Ara. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first time ever Csesar put it on ; 
'T was on a summer's evening, in his tent ; 
That day he overcame the Nervii : — 
Look ! in this place ran Cassius' dagger through : 
See, what a rent the envious Casca made : 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd; . 
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away, 
Mark how the blood of Caesar foUow'd it. 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolv'd 
If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no ; 
^ot Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's angel ; 
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Judgie^ O you goda, how dearly CsBiar lovU kirn ! 
This was the most imkindest cut of all : 
For when the noble Casar saw him stab^ 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms, 
Quite vanquished him : then bunt his mighty heart; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the base of Pompey's statue, 
Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilst bloody treason flourished over us. 
O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel, 
The dint* of pity : these are gracious drops. 
Kind souls, what weep you, when you but behold 
Our GsDsar's vesture wounded ? Look you here. 
Here is himself, marred, as you see, with traitors. 

1 at. O piteous spectacle ! 

2 Cit. O noble Caesar ! 

3 Cit woful day ! 

4 Cit, O ti-aitOTS, villains ! 

1 Cit. O most bloody sight! 

2 Cit. We will be revenged: revenge; about,— eceli,— 
burn, — fire, — ^kill, — slay ! — let not a traitor live. 

Ant. Stay, countrymen. 

1 Cit. Peace there : — Hear tlie noble Antony. 

2 Cit. We '11 hear him, we 'U follow him, we '11 dtt 
with him. 

Ant, Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
They that have done this deed are honourable ; 
Wtiat private griefs they have, alas ! I know not, 
Tliat made them do it ; they are wise and honourable, 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 
I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ; 
I am no orator, as Brutus is ; 
But as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
* i>Mt— impreMioa. 
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Th&t lore my iH«nd ; and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him. 
For I have neiuier wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 
To stir men's blood : I only speak right on ; 
I tell you that which you yourselves do know ; 
Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor, poor dumb months, 
And bid them speak for me : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up yoiar spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Csesar, that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 
CU. We ni mutiny ! 

1 Cit. We '11 bum the house of Brutus ! 

3 Cit. Away then ; come, seek the conspirators ! 

Ant, Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me speak. 

Cit Peace, ho ! Hear Antony, most noble Antony. 

Ant, Why, friends, you go to do you know not what : 
Wherein bath Caesar thus deserv'd your loves ? 
Alas, you know not — I must tell you then : — 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 

Cit, Most true ; the will :— let 's stay, and hear the 
will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Caesar's seal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives, 
To every several man, seventy-five drachmas. 

2 Cit, Most noble Csesar ! we 11 revenge his death. 

3 Cit, O royal Csesar ! 
Ant, Hear me with patience. 
Cit, Peace, ho ! 

Ant, Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 
On this side Tiber ; he hath left them you. 
And to your heirs for ever ; common pleasures. 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 
Here was a Caesar! When comes such another f 

1 Cit Never, never ! Come, away, away ! 

VOL. X. M 
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We 11 bum hu body in tbe boly place, 
And with the brands fire tbe traiton* hotuss. 
Take up the body. 

2 Cit, Go, fetch fire. 

3 Cit. Pluck down benches 

4 Cfit Pluck down forms, vindowt, anything. 

[ExewU Citiiens, vM, tkehody. 
Ant, Now let it work ! Mischief thou art afcot, 
Take tfaoa what course thou wilt ! — Hov now, fellow f 

Enter a Servant 

Sen), Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 

Ant, Where is he ? 

Serv, He and Lepidus are at Cssar^s house. 

Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him : 
He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us anything. 

Serv, I heard him say, Brutus and Canius 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike they had some notice of the people, 
How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Octavius. 

[ExeimL 

SCENE III.— !r?U fOMM. A Strut, 

Enter Cinna, the Poet. 

Cm, I dreamt to-night that I did feast with 
And things unluckily charge my Untatfj : 
I have no will to wander forth of doota. 
Yet something leads me forth. 

Enter Citizens. 

1 Cit, What is your namet 

2 Cit Whither are you goingf 

3 Cit, Where do you dwell t 

4 Cit. Are you a married man or a bachelor T 
2 at Answer every man directly. 
1 Cit Ay, and briefly. 
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4 CiL Ay, and wisely. 

3 Cit. Ay, and truly, you were best. 

Cin, What is my name? Whither am I going? 
Where do I dwell f Am I a married man or a bache- 
lor? Then, to answer every man directly, and briefly, 
wisely, and truly ; wiie^ I say, I am a bachelor. 

% Cit, That 's as much as to say they are fools that 
marry : Tou 11 bear me a bang for tha^ I fear. Pro- 
ceed; directly. 

Cm. Directly, I am going to Cflssar^s funeral. 

1 at As a fnend, or an enemy f 
Cin. As a friend. 

2 Cit, That matter is answered directly. 

4 Cit, For your dwelling, — ^briefly. 
Cin, Briefly, I dwell by the CapitoL 

3 Cit, Your name^ sir, truly. 
Cm. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

1 Cit, Tear him io pieces, he 's a conspirator. 
Cin, I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet 

4 Cit, Tear him for his bad verses^ tear him for his 
bad verses. 

Cin, I am not Cinna the conspirator. 

2 Cit, It is no matter, his name *s Cinna $ pluck but 
his name out of his hearty and turn him going. 

3 Cit. Tear him, tear him I Come, brands, ho ! fire- 
brands. To Brutus', to Cassius*; bum all. Some to 
Decins* houses and some to Casoa*s \ some to Ligariui" : 
away ; go ! [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— ^ JRoom in Antony *< Home* 
Ahtony, Octavius, and Lepidus, seated at a table. 

AnL These many then shall die; their names aie 
. prick'd. 

Oct, Your brother too must die; Consent you, 
Lepidus ? 

Lep, I do consent — 

Oct. Prick him down, Antony. 

Lep. Ujx)n condition Publius shall not live. 
Who is your sister's son, Mark Antony. 

Ant. He shall not live : look, with a spot I damn 
. him. 
But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar's house ; 
Fetch the will hither, and we shall determine 
How to cut off some charge in legacies. 

Lep, What, shall I find you heref 

Oct. Or here, or at the Capitol. [Exit Lsp. 

Ant, This is a slight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be sent on errands : Is it fit. 
The three-fold world divided, he should stand 
One of the three to shai-e it 1 

Oct. So you thought him ; 

And took his voice who should be prick'd to die, 
In our black sentence and p'oscription. 

AnL Octavius, I have seen more days than you : 
And though we lay these honours on this man. 
To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads, 

*■ The triumvirs, it is well known, did not meet at Rome to 
settle their proscription. But it is evident that Sh^kspere 

S laces his scene at Rome, by Lepidus beiuj; sent to Osar'i 
onse, and told that he shall find his confederates " or here, or 
at the Capitol." 
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He shall but bear (hem as the ass bears gold, 

To groan and sweat under the business, 

Either led or driven, as we point the way ; 

And having brought our treasure where we will, 

Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 

Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears. 

And graie in commons. 

Oct You may do your will ; 

But be 's a tried and valiant soldier. 

AnL So is my horse, Octavius ; and, for that^ 

I do appoint him store of provender. 

It is a creature that I teach to fight, 

To wind, to stop, to run directly on ; 

His corporal motion governed by my spirit 

And, in some taste, is Lepidus but to ; 

He must be taugh^ and trained, and bid go forth : 

A barren-spirited fellow ; one that feeds 

On objects, arts, and imitations,* 

Which, out of use, and stal'd by other men, 

Begin his fashion : Do not talk of him. 

But as a property. And now, Octavius, 

Listen great things. — Brutus and Cassius 

Are levying powers : we must straight make head : 

Therefore, let our alliance be combined, 

Our best friends made, our means stretched ; 

And let us presently go sit in council. 

How covert matters may be best disclosed, 

And open perils surest answered. 

Oct, "Lei us do so : for we are at the stake, 
And bay*d about with many enemies ; 
And some that smile have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of mischief. [Exeunt, 

" Lepidus is called barren, beeauie, amere follower of others, 
he feeds 

" On objects, arts, and imitations. 
Which, tntt of me, and staled by other men. 
Begin hu/oihion,** 
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SCENE n.— -Btffore Bratcu' Tenty m the Camp nmr 
Sardii. 

DrtiM, Enter Brutus, Luciliub, Lucius, caid 
Soldien : TixnnUB and Pimoarus meeHnjf them, 

Brtu Stand, ho ! 

Lue, Give tiie word, ho ! and stand. 

Bru. What now, Lucilios ! is Cassius nearf 

Luc, He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutation from his master. 

[PnniARUB ffivee a letter ft> Brutcs. 

Bru, He greets me well. — ^Yoor master, Pindaras, 
In his own change, or by ill officers, 
Hath giyen me some worthy cause to wish 
Things done^ undone : but if he be at httid 
I shall be satisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt 

But that mr noble master will appear 
Such as he IS, Ml of regard and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. — ^A word, Lucilios; 
How he received you, let me be resolvM. 

Luc, With courtesy, and with r^pect enough ; 
But not with such familiar instances, 
Nor with such free and friendly oonfierence, 
As he hath used of dd. 

Bru, Thou hast describ'd 

A hot friend cooling : Ever note^ Luciliu^ 
When love begins to sicken and decay, 
It useth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and simple fhith : 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle : 
But when they should endure the bloody spur. 
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on * 

Luc. They mean this night in Sardii to be quartei^d 
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The greater juurt, the hoiw in general, 

Are come wi& Casnus. [March uMifh 

Bru, Haik, he is anriy^d t — 

March gently on to meet him. 

Enter CAmus and Soldien. 

Cos. St8ttd,ho! 

Bru. Standi ho ! Speak the woid along. 

Withm. Stand. 

Within. Stand. 

Within. Stand. 

Cos. Most noble brother, yoa have done me wrong. 

Bru, Jtidge me, you gods ! Wrong I mine enemies f 
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother t 

Cos. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides wrongs ; 
And when you do &em— 

Bru. Cassius, be content ; 

Speak your grieft ' softly, — I do know you well : — 
Before the eyes of both our armies her^ 
Which should perceive nothing but love from us, 
Let us not wrangle : Bid them move away ; 
Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your grieft. 
And I will give yon audience. 

Cos, Pindarus, 

Bid our commanders lead tiieir charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, do you the like ; and let no man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
Iiet Lucius and Titinius guard our door. [Exeunt* 

SCENE m.-'fVithin the Tent of Brutus. 
Lucius and Titinius at some distance from it. 
Enter Brutus and Cassius. 
Cas. That you have wrong'd me doth appear in this ; 
Tou have condemned and noted Lucius Pella, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
• G'rt^— grievances. 
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Whamn my letten, pnying on his nd^ 
Because I knev the maD, were slighted off. 

Bru. You wroDg*d younetf to write in such a case. 

Cos. In such a time as this it is not meet 
That erery nice offence should bear his comment. 

Bru* Let me tell you, Cassiu^ you youxself 
Are mudi condemn'd to hare an itching palm ; 
To sell and mart your offices for gold 
To undeserrcrs. 

Cm. I an itching palm ? 

You know that you are Brutus that speak thi% 
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last 

Bnt, The name of Caasius honours this coimptioo, 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 

Ccu. Chastisement! 

JSru. Remember March, the ides of March re 
member! 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice* sake t 
What villain touched his !)ody, that did stab^ 
And not for justice f What, shall one of us, 
That struck the foremost man of all this world 
But for supporting robbers, shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes. 
And sell the mighty space of our large honours 
For so much trash as may be grasped thus t — 
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon. 
Than such a Roman. 

Cm. Brutus, bait not me ; 

I '11 not endure it : you forget yourself, 
To hedge me in ; I am a soldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 

Bru. Go to ; you are not, Cassias. 

Cos. I am. 

Bru. I say you are not 

Cm. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further. 

Bru. Away, slight man ! 
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Cos. Is'tpocsible? 

Bru, Hear me, for I will speak. 

Must I give way and room to your rash cfaoler ? 
Shall I be inghted when a madman stares 9 

Cas, O ye gods! ye gods! Must I endure all this? 
Bm All this i ay, more : Fre^ till your proud heart 
break; 
Go, show your slaves how choleric you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge f 
Must I observe you ? Must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour ? By the gods, 
You shall digest the venom of your spleen, 
Though it do split you ! for, from this day fortli, 
I '11 use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waspish. 

Cos. Is it come to this? 

Bru. You say, you are a better soldier : 
Let it appear so ; make your vaunting true. 
And it shall please me well : For mine own part, 
I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cos. You wrong me every way; you wrong me, 
Brutus ; 
I said an elder soldier, not a better : 
Did I say better? 
Bru. If you did, I care not. 

Cos, When Gssar liv'd he durst not thus have 

mov^d me. 
£ru. Peace, peace ! you durst not so have tempted 

him. 
Caa, I durst not ? 
Bru. No. 

C<i8. What ? durst not tempt him ? 
Bru. For your life you durst not. 

Cos. Do not presume too much upon my love; 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry for. 
There is no tenor, Gassius, in your threats ; 
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For I am ann*d so stiODg in honesty, 

That they pass by me as the idle wind, 

Which I respect not. I did send to you 

For certain sums of gold, which you denied me ;— 

For I can raise no money by vile means : 

By heaven, I had rather coin my heart. 

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 

From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash 

By any indirection ! I did send 

To you for gold to pay my legions. 

Which you denied me : Was that done like Cassimf 

Should I have answered Gains Gassius so f 

When Marcus Brutns grows so covetous, 

To lock such rascal counters from his friends. 

Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 

Dash him to pieces ! 

Cos, I denied you not, 

Bru, Toudid. 

Cos, I did not :— he was but a fool 

That brought my answer back. — ^Brutus ha^ tiv'd mj 

heart! 
A friend should bear his firiend^s infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me. 

Cos, Tou love me not. 

Bru, I do not like your faults. 

Cos, A friendly eye could never see such faults. 

Bru. A flatterer^s would not, though they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus. 

Cos. Gome, Antony, and young Octavins, come^ 
Revenge yourselves alone on Gassius, 
For Gassius is aweary of the world : 
Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother ; 
Gheck'd like a bondman ; all his faults observ'd, 
Set in a note-book, leam'd and conned by rote, 
To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes .'—There is my dagger, 
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And here my naked breast; widiin, a heart 

Dearer tiian Plutus* mine^ ricber than gold : 

If that thoa beest a Roman, take it forth ; 

I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart : 

Strike^ as thoa didst at GcBsar; for, I know. 

When thoa didst hate him worrt thou lov^dst him 

better 
Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius. 

Bru. Sheath your dagger ; 

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope ; 
Do wlat you will, dishonour shall be humour. 
O Cassiu^ you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger as the flint bears fire ; 
Who, much enfbrced, shows a hasty spark. 
And straight is cold again. 

Cm. Hath Cassius liv'd 

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-temper'd, vexeth him t 

Bru. When I spoke that I was ill-temper'd too. 

Cos, Do you confess so muchf Give me your hand. 

BriL And my heart too. 

Cos. O Brutus !— 

Bru. What 's the matter? 

Cos. Have you not love enough to bear with me. 
When that rash humour which my mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Cassius ; and, from henceforth, 

When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
He 11 think your mother chides, and leave you so. 

\ Noise within. 

Poet. \W%thvn^ Let me go in to see the generals. 
There is some gruage between them, *t is not meet 
They be alone. 

Lue. \Within\^ You shall not come to them. 

Poet. \WUhml] Nothing but death shall stay me. 

Enter Poet 
Cos. How now! What *s the matter? 
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Foet, For shame, yoa generals : What do you mean? 
Love, and be friends, as two such men should be; 
For I have seen more years, I am sure, than ye. 

Cas. Ha, ha! how vilely doth this cynic rhyme! 

Bru. Gret you hence, sirrah ; saucy fellow, hence ! 

Cas. Bear with him, Brutus ; 't is his fashion. 

Bru. 1 *ll know his humour, when he knows bii 
time: 
What should the wars do with these jigging fools t 
Companion, hence ! 

Cos* Away, away, be gone ! [ExU Poet. 

Enter Lucilius and Titinius. 

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to>night. 

Cos. And come yourselves, and bring Messala with 
you, 
Immediately to us. [ExeuTtt Lucilius and Titinixw. 

Bru* Lucius, a bowl of wine. 

Cas, I did not think you could have been so angry. 

Bru. O Cassias, I am sick of many grieia. 

Ca8. Of your philosophy you make no use, 
If you give place to accidoital evils. 

Bru. No man bears sorrow better:— Portia is dead. 

Cas. Ha! Portial 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cas, How 'scapM I killing when I crossed you 
so?— 
insupportable and touching loss ! 
Upon what sickness ? 

Bru. Impatient of my absence ; 

And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themselves so strong; — for with ber d«ith 
That tidings came: — ^With this she fell distract. 
And, her attendants absent^ swallowed fire. 

Cas. And died so ? 

Bru. Even so. 

Cas. O ye immortal gods ! 
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Enter Lucius, ioitk wine and tapers, 
Bru, Speak no more of her.— Give me a bowl of 
wine : — i 

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. [^Drinks. 

Oas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge : — 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cup ; 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. [^Drinks. 

Re-enter Titinius, with Mbssala. 

Brti. Come in, Titinius : — Welcome, good Messala.-^ 
Now sit we close about this taper here. 
And call in question our necessities. 

Cets. Portia, art thou gone? 

Bni, No more, I pray you. — 

Messala, I have here received letters, 
That young Octavius and Mark Antony 
Come down upon us with a mighty power. 
Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 

Mes. Myself have letters of the self-same tenor. 

^ru. With what addition? 

Mes. That by proscription, and bills of outlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to death an hundred senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree ; 
Mine speak of seventy senators that died 
By tlieir proscriptions, Cicero being one. 

Cos. Cicero one f 

Mes. Cicero is dead. 

And by that order of proscription.^ — 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ? 

Bru. No, Messala. 

Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her f 

Bru. Nothing, Messala. 

Mes. That, methinks, is strange. 

Bru. Why ask you? Hear you aught of her in 
yours? 

Mes. No, my lord. 

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
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Mes. Then like a Boman beac the truth X tell : 
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. 

Bru. Why, farewell, Portia.~We must die^ Met- 
sala: 
With meditating that she must die once^ 
I have the patience to endure it now. 

Met, Even so grea^ men great losses should endure. 

Cos. I have as much of t^ in art as you, 
But yet my nature could not bear it so. 

Bru, Well, to our work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi presently 9 

Cat. I do not thinK it good. 

Bru, Your< reason f 

Cos, This it is : 

'T is better that the enemy seek us : 
So shall he waste his means^ weary his aoldier^ 
Doing himself offence; whilst we^ lying still. 
Are full of rest, defence, and nimbleuABs. 

Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give place to 
better. 
The people, 'twizt Philippi and this ground, 
Do stand but in a forced affection ; 
For they have grudg'd us contribution : 
The enemy, marching along by them. 
By them shall make a fuller number up. 
Come on refiresh'd, new-added, and encouraged ; 
From which advantage shall we cut him q% 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
These people at our back. 

Cos. Hear me, good biotheE.^ 

Bru, Under your pardon. — ^You must note besidn^ 
That we have tried the utmost of our friends, 
Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe : 
The enemy increaseth every day. 
We, at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
W hich, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
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Is boimd in shallows and in miseries. 
On such a full sea are we now afloat ; 
And we most take the current when it server 
Or lose our ventures. 

Cos, Then, with your will, go on : 

We '11 along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bm, The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 
And nature must obey necessity; 
Which we will niggard with a little rest 
There is no more to say ? 

Cm. No more. Grood night; 

Early to-monow will we rise^ and hence. 

Bnju Lucius, my gown. [ExU Lucius.] FareweU, 
good Meraala ; — 
Good night, Titinius : — Noble, noble Cassius, 
Good nigh^ and good repose. 

Cm. O my dear brother ! 

This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come such division 'tween our souls i 
Let it not, Brutus. 

Bru, Everything is well. 

Cos, Good nigbt, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good brother. 

Tit., Me8» Good night, lord Brutus. 

Bru, Farewell, every one. 

[Exeunt Gas., Tit., and Mes. 

Re-enter Lucius, wUh the govm. 

Give me the gown« Where is thy instrument % 

Luc. Here in the tent 

Bru. What, thou speak*st drowsily f 

Poor knave, I blame thee not ; thou art o'erwatch'd. 
Call Claudius, and some other of my men : 
1 11 have them sleep on cushions in my tent 

Luc, Varro, and Claudius ! 

Enter Vauro and CiiAUdxus. 
Var, Calls my lord? 
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Bru. I piay yoo, tin, lie in my tent, and sleep ; 
It may be, I shall raise you by and by 
On business to my brother Cassius. 

Var, So please you, we will stand, and watcb yoor 
pleasure. 

Bru. I will not have it so : lie down, good sirs ; 
It may be, I shall otherwise bethink me. 
Look, Lucius, liere 's the book I sought for so : 
I put it in the pocket of my gown. [Servants Ue down. 

Luc, 1 was sure your lordship did not give it me. 

Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful. 
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile. 
And touch thy instrument a strain or two? 

Luc. Ay, my lord, an it please you. 

Bru. It does, my boy : 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, sir. 

Bru. I should not urge thy duty past thy might ; 
I know young bloods look for a time of rest. 

Luc. I have slept^ my lord, already. 

Bru. It was well done; and thou shalt sleep again; 
I will not hold thee long : if I do live, 
I will be good to thee. [Music, and a Sonff. 

This is a sleepy tuiie:— O murdVous slumber! 
Lay'st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 
That plays thee music! — Grenfle knave, good night; 
I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee. 
If thou dost nod, thou break^st thy instrument ; 
I '11 take it from thee : and, good boy, good night 
Let me see, let me see : — Is not the l<Mif tum'd down 
Where I left reading? Here it is, I think. [He aits t 

Enter the Ghost of CiKSAR. 

How ill this taper bums ! — Ha ! who comes here ? 
I think it is the weakness of mine eyes 
That shapes this monstrous apparition. 
It comes upon me : — ^Art thou anything? 
Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil, 
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That mak'st my blood cold, and my hair to stare f 
Speak to me what tliou art. 

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Bratos. 

JBru. Why com'st tliouf 

Ghost To tell thee, thou shalt see me at Philippi. 

Bru, Well : Then I shall see thee again « 

Ghost. Ay, at Philippi, 

[Qhoat vanishes. 

Bru. Why, I will see thee at Philippi then 

Now I liave taken heart thou vanishest : 
lU spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. — 
Boy! Lucius! — ^Varro! Claudius! Sirs, awake! — 
Claudius ! 

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false. 

Bru. He thiuks he still is at his instrument. — 
Lucius, awake ! 

lAtc. My lord. 

Bru, Didst tliou dream, Lucius, that thou so criedst 
out? 

Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 

Bru* Y98, that thou didst : didst thou see anything ? 

Luc. Nothing, my lord. 

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius. — Sirrah, Claudius ! 
Fellow thou ! awake ! 

Var. My lord. 

Clau. My lord. 

Bru. Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep ? 

Var., Clau. Did we, my lordf 

-Bn*. , Ay ; saw you anything ? 

Var. No, my lord, I saw nothing. 

Clau. Nor I, my lord. 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Cassius ; 
Bid him set on his powers betimes before. 
And we will follow. 

Var..f Clau. It shall be done, my lord. lExeunt, 
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ACT V. 

SCENE h^The Plains of Philippl. 
Enter Octayius, Antony, and their Artny, 

Oct Noff, Antony, oar hopes aie axvwered : 
You said the enemy would not come down, 
But keep the hills and upper regions ; 
It proves not so : their bames are at hand ; 
They mean to warn* us at Philippi her^ 
Answering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I Imow 
Wherefore they do it : they could be content 
To visit other places ; and come down 
With feorftil bravery, thinking, by this face, 
To fasten in our thoughts that they have counge ; 
But H is not so. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Prepare you, gcnenils : 

The enemy comes on in gallant show; 
Thdr bloody sign of battle is hung out^ 
And something to be done immediatdy. 

Ant, Octavius, lead your battle soflily on, 
Upon the left hand of the even fiekL 

Oct Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left. 

Ant. Why do yon cross me in this ezigcntf 

Get. I do not cross you ; but I will do so, [ Jl«r»fr. 

Drum, Enter Brutus, Cassius, <md their Armffs 
LuoiLius, TiTiKius, Mbssala, and others, 

SrtL They stand, and would have parley. 
Cos, Stand fast, Titinius : We must out and talL 
* To tw in to sammon. 



Digitized by VjUU^IC 



Saxn I.J JULIUS CiBSAR. S09 

Oct. Mark Antony, shall wb give sign of battl« 1 

Ant. No, Caesar, we will answer on their charf^e. 
Make forth ; the generals would have some words. 

Oct. Stir not until the signal. 

Bru, Words before blows : Is it so, countrymen f 

Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do. 

Bru. Grood words are better than bad strokeiy Octavfus* 

Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good 
words: 
Witness the hole you made in Gsesar^s hearty 
Crying, " Long live I hail, CflBsar !" 

Cos. Antony, 

The posture of your blows are yet unknown ;* 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees, 
And leave them honeyless. 

Ant, Not stingiest too. 

Bru. O, yes, and soundless too ; 
For you have stolen their buzzing, Antony, 
And, very wisely, threat before you sting. 

Ant. Villains, you did not so, when your vile daggers 
Hacked one another in the sides of Caesar : 
You show'd your teeth like apes, and fawned like hounds, 
And bow^d like bondmen, kissing Caesar^s feet ; 
Whilst damned Casca, hke a cur, behind. 
Struck Caesar on the neck. O you flatterers ! 

Cos. Flatterers ! — Now, Brutus, thank yourself: 
This tongue had not offended so to-day. 
If Cassius might have rulM. 

Oct. Come, come, the cause : If arguing make us 
sweaty 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Look, I draw a sword against coosinratois ; 
When think you that tibw sword goes up againt— 
Never, till Caesar'a tiiree*and-thirty wounds 

^ Where a plural noun heme a genitire case immediately 
pnjoedes the verb, it is not at aU uncommon, in the writers of 
Shakspere's time, to disregard the real singular n 



real singular nominative. 
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Be well aveDg'd ; or till another Caesar 
Have added daughter to the sword of traitors. 

Bru, CiBsar, thou canst not die by traitors* hands, 
Unless thou bring'st them with thee. 

Ocu So I hope; 

I was not bom to die on Brutus* sword. 

Brii. O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain, 
Young man, thou couldst not die more honourable. 

Cos. A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such honoiu, 
Join'd with a masker and a reveller. 

Ant. Old Cassius still! 

Oct. Come, Antony ; away.— 

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth : 
If you dare fight to-day, come to the field ; 
If not, when you have stomachs. 

[Exeunt Octavius, Antont, and their Army 

Cos. \Vhy now, blow, wind; swell, billow; and 
swim, bark ! 
The storm is vm, and all is on the hazard. 

Bru. Ho ! iucilius ; hark, a word with you. 

Luc, My lonL 

[Brutus and Ldcilius converse apart. 

Cos. Messala, — 

Mcs. What says my general 1 

Cos. Messala, 

This is my birthday ; as this very day 
Was Cassius bom. Give me thy hand, Messala ; 
Be thou my witness that, against my will. 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 
You know that I held Epicurus strong, 
And his opinion : now I change my mind, 
And partly credit things that do presage. 
Coming from Sardis, aa omr former ensign* 
Two mighty eagles fell ; and there they perch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our soldiers* hands, 
» Former «n«i^— the ensiga in the van. 
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WIio to Philippi here consorted us; 

This morning are they fled away, and gone ; 

And in their steads do ravens, crows, and kites, 

Fly o*er our heads, and downward look on us, 

As we were sickly prey ; their shadows seem 

A canopy most fatal, imder which 

Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 

Mest. Believe not so. 

Cas, I but believe it partly ; 

For I am fresh of spirit, and resolv'd 
To meet all perils very constantly. 

Bru. Even so, Lucilius. 

Cas. Now, most ncblc Brutus, 

Tlie gods to-day stand friendly ; that we may. 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age ! 
But, since the affairs of men rest still incertain, 
Let 's reason with the worst that may befall. 
If we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we shall sjieak together : 
What are you then determin<xl to do ? 

Bru, Even by the rule of that philosophy 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself : — I know not how, 
Bat I do find it cowardly and vile. 
For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life : — ^arming myself with patience, 
To stay the providence of some high powers, 
That govern us below. 

Cas, Then, if we lose this battle. 

You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the streets of Rome % 

Bru, No, Casaius, no: think not, thou noble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 
He bears too great a mind. But this same day 
Must end that work the ides of March begun ; 
And whether we shall meet again I know not. 
Therefore our everlasting farewell take : — 
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For ever, and for ever, faiewell, Caniug ! 
If we do meet again, why, we thall smile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Cos. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutos ! 
If we do meet again, we *11 smiley indeed ; 
If not, *t is trae this parting was well made. 

Bru. Why then, lead on. — O, that a man migfatkncw 
The end of this day's business ere it come! 
But it suiiicctfa that the day will end. 
And then tiie end is known. — Come, ho ! away ! [Ex. 

SCENE IL'-The same. T%e Field of Battle, 
Alarum, Enter Brutus and Msssaul. 

Bru, Ride, ride, Messala, ride and give these hills 
Unto the legions on the other side : [Loud alarum. 
"Let them set on at once ; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius' wing, 
And sudden posh gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Messala : let them all come down. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III.— TTie same. Another Part of the FiM 
Alarum, Enter Cassius and Titinius. 

Cas, O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly ! 
Myself have to mine own tum'd enemy : 
This ensign here of mine was turning back ; 
I slew the coward, and did take it from him. 

^. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too early : 
Who, having some advantage on Octavius^ 
Took it too eagerly : his soldiers fell to spoil. 
Whilst we by Antony are all enclos'd. 

Enter PiNnARUS. 

S!f *i.'^***^y M in your tents, my lord ! 
*ly therefore, noble Cassius, fly far aS, 
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C€u. This hill it fiir cnoogfa. Look^ look^ Titinias : 
Are those my tentf where I perceive the fire? 

Tit. They are^ my lord. 

Cm, Titiniofy if thou lov'tt me^ 

MouDt thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in hii% 
Till he have farougjht thee up to yonder troops, 
And here again; that I may rest assured 
Whether yond' troops are friend or enemy. 

Tit. I will be here again, even with a thought. [Exit 

Cos. Oo, Pindarus, get higher on that faiU ; 
My sight was ever thick ; re^ird Titinius, 
And tell me what thou not'st abont the field.—- 

[Exit Pindarus. 
This day I breathed first : time is came round. 
And wbere I did begin there shall I end ; 
My life is run his com p as s . — Sinah, what newsT 

Pm. [Above.'] O my lord J 

Cos. What news? 

Pin. Titinius is enclosed round about 
With horsemen that make to him on the spur ; 
Yet he sjmrs on. — Now they are almost on him ; 
Now, Titinius! — Now some *light : — O, he ^lights too :— 
He 's ta'en ; — and hark ! they shout for joy. iSfiotit. 

Cos. Come down, bebola no more.-^ 
0» coward that I am, to live so long. 
To see my best friend ta'en before my face ! 

EiUer PiMDARUs. 
Come hither, sinah : 
In Parthia did I take thee prisoner ; 
And then I swore thee, savmg of thy life, 
That whatsoever I did bid thee do 
Thou shouldst attempt it Come now, keep thine 

oathl 
Now, be a freeman ; and, with this good sword, 
That ran through Caesar's bowels, search this bosom. 
Stand not to answer t Here, take thou the hills; 
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And, when my face is corer'd, as *t is nov. 
Guide thou the sword. — Caesar, thou art tev&kgd, 
Even with the sword that kilFd thee. [Dies. 

Pin, So, I am free ; yet would not so have been, 
Durst I have done my will. O Cassius ! 
Far from this country Pindarus shall run. 
Where never Roman shall take note of him. lEzii. 

Re-enter Titinius, with Messala. 

Mes, It is but change, Titinius ; for Octavius 
Is overthrown by nc^le Brutus' power, 
As Cassius' legions are by Antony. 

Tit, These tidings will well comfort Cassius. 

Mes. Where did you leave him ? 

Tit, All disconsolate, 

With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill. 
'Met. Is not that he that lies upon the ground % 

Tit. He lies not like the living. O my heart I 

Mes, Is not that he? 

Tit. No, this was he, Messala, 

But Cassius is no more. — O setting sun ! 
As in thy red rays thou dost sink to-night, 
So in his red blood Cassius' day is set ; 
The sun of Bx>me is set ! Our day is gone ; 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done ! 
Mistrust of my success hath done tliis deed. 

Mes. Mistrust of good success hath done this deed. 
O hateful error, melancholy's child ! 
Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? O error, soon conceiv'd, 
Thou never com'st unto a happy birth, 
But kill'st the mother that engender'd thee. 

Tit. What, Pindarus ! Where art thou, Pindarus) 

Mes. Seek him, Titinius : whilst I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report 
Into his ears : I may say, thrusting it ; 
For piercing steel, aod darts envenomed. 
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Shall be as welcome to the eats of Bnittn 
As tidings of this sight 

Tit. Hie you, Messala, 

And I will seek for Pindanis the while. 

[Exit Messala. 
Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius ? 
Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory, 
And bid me give ^t thee ? Didst thou not hear their 

shouts? 
Alas, thou hast misconstrued everything. 
But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow ; 
Thy Brutus hid me give it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding. — Brutus, c^me apace. 
And see how I regarded Caius Cassius. — 
By your leave, gods : — This is a Roman's part : 
Come, Cassius* sword, and find Titinius' heart [Dies, 

Alarum. Re-enter Messala, with Brutus, ymmg 
Cato, Strato, Voluunius, and Lucilius. 

Bru. Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie ? 

Mes. Lo, yonder ; and Titinius mourning it. 

Bru. Titinius' face is upward. 

Caio. He is slain. 

Bru. O Julius Caesar, thou art mighty yet ! 
Thy spirit walks abtoad, and turns our swords 
In our own proper enf rails. [Lotc alarums, 

Cato. Brave Titinius ! 

I.iOok, whe'r he have not crownVl dead Cassius ! 

Bru. Are yet two Romans living such as these ?— 
Tlie last of all the Romans, fare thee well ! 
It is impossible that ever Rome 
Shoald breed thy fellow. — Friends, I owe more tears 
To this dead man than you shall see me pay. — 
I shall find time, Cassius, I sliall find time. — 
Come, therefore, and to Thassos send his body ; 
His funerals shall not be in our camp, 
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Lest it diieoinfint ii«»— Ijocilios, come; — 

And come, young Cato; let ng to the field.— 

Labeo, and flaTiut, set our battles on : — 

T is t^roe o^doek ; and, Bonans, yet ere night 

We shall try fortune in a second fight. lExeuiU, 

SCENE IV. -^Another Part of the Field. 

Alarum. Enter, fiffhtin«fy Soldiers qf both Armiet; 
then Brutus, Cato, Luoilius, and others. 

Bru. Yet^ countrymen, O yrt hold up your heads! 
Cato. What bastard doth not) Who will go with 
met 
I will proclaim my name about the field : — 
I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 
A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend ; 
I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho I [Char gee the enemy. 

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I ; 
Brutus, my country's friend ; know me for Brutus. 

[Exit, charging the enemy. Cato is over- 
powered, and falls. 
Luc. O young and noble Cato, art thou down ! 
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius ; 
And mayst be honoured, being Cato's son. 
1 Sold. Yield, or thou diest. 
Luc. Onlv I yield to die : 

There is so much that thou will kill me straight ; 

[Offering rnone^* 
Kill Brutus, and be honoured in his death. 

1 Sold. We must not — ^A noble prisoner I 

2 Sold. Boom, ho! Tell Antony, Brutus is ta*en. 

1 Sold. 1 11 tell the news. — Here comes the general :— 

Enter Antony. 

Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my loxd» 
Ant. Where is he 1 
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Luc. Safe, Antony ; Bruins u mfe cncNigli ; 
I dare assufe tlwe that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble fitatu* : 
The gods defend him fiom so gieat a tbune! 
When you do find him, or alive^ or dead, 
He will be found like Brutui^ like himself. 

Ani* This is not Briitus, fxiend ; but, I assure you, 
A prize no less in worth : keep this man safe^ 
Give him all kindness; I had rather have 
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on, 
And see whe'r Brutus be alive, at dead : 
And bring us word, unto Octavius* tent, 
How eve^rthing is chanced. [Exeunt 

SCENE Y,-^AnotherpaH of the Field, 
Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and 

VOLUHNIUS. 

Bru, Gome, poor remains of iriends, rest on this rock. 

Cli. Statiliusshow'd the torchlight; but, my lord. 
He came not back ; he is or ta'cn, or sUin. 

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus : Slaying is the word ; 
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus.— 

tWhiapermg, 
_. , , ^ , the world. 

Bru. Peace then, no words. 
a». I 'U mther kill myself. 

Bru. Hark thee, Daidanius. — [WMapere Mm, 
Dot. Shall I do such a deed % 

Clu O, Dardanius! 
Dar. 0,CUtiisf 

CU, What ill request did Brutus make to theef 
Dar* To kill him, Clitus. Look, he meditates. 
CU. Now is &at noble vessel fiill of grief. 
That it runs over even at his eyta. 
Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius : list a word. 
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VoL What gays my lord? 

Bru, Why, this, Volumnius : 

The ghost of Caesar hatli appeared to me 
Two several times by night : at Sardis once; 
And, this last night, here in Philippi fields. 
I know my hour is come. 

Vol. Not so, my lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit : 
It is more worthy to leap in ourselves, 
Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know*st tliat we two went to school together ; 
Even for that our love of old, I prithee, 
Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I run on it 

Fol. That *s not an office for a fiiend, my lord. 

^Alarum sUlL 

Clu Fly, fly, my lord ; there is no tarrying here. 

Bru, Farewell to you — and you; — and you, Volum- 
nius. — 
Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep ; 
Farewell to thee too, Strato. — Countrymen, 
My heart doth joy that yet, in all my life, 
I found no man but he was true to me. 
I shall have glory by this losing day, 
More than Octavius and Mark Antony 
By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 
S\), fare you well at once ; for Brutus* tongue 
Hath almost ended his life's history : 
Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would rest. 
That have but laboured to attain &is hour. 

[Alarum. Cry within ; Fly, fly, fly ! 

Cli. Fly, my lord, fly ! 

Bru. Hence ; I will follow. 

[Exeunt Cli., Dar., and Vol* 
I prithee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord : 
Thou art a fellow of a good respect ; 
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Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in ifc : 
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face. 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato ? 
Stra. Give me your hand first : Fare you well, my 

lord. 
Bru, Farewell, good Strato. — Csesar, now be still : 
I kiird not thee with half so good a will. 

[He rtma on his sword, and diet. 

Alarum, Retreat Enter Octavius, Antony, 
Messala, Lucilius, and their army. 

Oct. What man is tliat ? 

Mes, My master^s man. — Strato, where is thy master? 

Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Messala ; 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him j 
For Brutus only overcame himself, 
And no man else hath honour by his death. 

Luc. So Brutus should be found. — I thank thee, 
Brutus, 
That thou hast prov'd Lucilius' saying true. 

Oct, All that serv'd Brutus, I will entertain tiiem. 
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me? 

Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you. 

Oct. Do so, good Messala. 

Mes. How died my master, Strato f 

Stra. I held tlie sword, and he did run on it 

Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thee. 
That did the latest service to my master. 

Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them all : 
All the conspirators, save only he, 
Did that tiiey did in envy of great Caesar ; 
He only, in a general honest thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle ; and the elements 
So mix*d in him that Nature might stand un. 
And say to all the world, << This was a man I'* 
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Oct According to hi« virtue let us uuw him, 
With all respect and rites of banal* 
Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie, 
Most like a soldier, qrder^d honourably.—- 
So call the field to rest : and let *b away, 
To part Ihfi glories of tbia happy day. [Ex^mt. 
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* Thb Traf edie of Anthonie and Cleopatra' was first 
printed in the folio collection of 1623. The play is 
not divided into acts and scenes in the original ; but 
the stage-directions, like those of the other Roman plays, 
are very full. The text is, upon the whole, remarkably 
accurate ; although the metrical arrangement is, in a 
few instances, obviously defective. 

The Life of Antonius, in North's ' Plutarch,' has 
been followed by Shakspere with very remarkable 
fidelity ; and there is scarcely an incident which be- 
longs to this period of Antony's career which the poet 
has not engrafted upon his wonderful performance. 
The poetical power, subjecting the historical minute- 
ness to an all-pervading harmony, is one of the most 
remarkable efforts of Shakspere's genius. 

" Of all Shakspere's historical plays," says Coleridge, 
" Antony and Cleopatra is by far the most wonderful.'* 
He again says, assigning it a place even higher than 
that of being the most wonderful of the historical plays, 
*^ The highest praise, or rather form of praise, of this 
play, which I can offer in my own mind, is the doubt 
VOL. X. O 
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y which the perusal always occasions in me, whether the 
Antony and Cleopatra is not, in all exhibitions of a 
giant power in its strength and vigour of maturity, a 
formidable rival of Macbeth, Lear, Hamle(^ and 
Othello." The epithet " wonderful " is onquestionabi y 
the right one to apply to this drama. It is too vast^ 
too gorgeous, to be approached without some prostra- 
tion of the understanding. It pours such a iBood of 
noonday splendour upon our senses, that we cannot 
gaze upon it steadily. We have read it again and 
again ; and the impression which it leaves again and 
again is that of wonder. 

The Amtont of diis play is of course the Antony of 
Julius GsBsar ; — ^not merely the historical Antony, but 
the dramatic Antony, drawn by the same hand. He 
is the orator that showed dead Caesar's mantle to the 
Roman people ; he is the soldier that after hb triumph 
over Brutus said, ^ This was a man.*^ We have seen 
something of his character ; we have learnt a little of 
his voluptuousness ; we have heard of the "masker and 
the reveller ;*' we have beheld the unserupoloui poli- 
tician. But we cannot think meanly of him* He is 
one great, either ibr good or for evil. Sinee lie fought 
at Philippi he has passed through various fortunes. 
Caesar thus apostrophises him : — 
** When thou onee 
Wut beaten ftmn Modena, where tlioa glew%t 
Hirtius and Pansa, oomnils, at thy heel 
Did Famine follow ; whom thou fought*st against. 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer.*' 
There came an after-time when, at Alexandria, 
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" Out coiuteouB Antony* 
Whom ne'er the word of < No ' woman heard speak. 
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feast ; 
And, for his ordinary, pays his heaxt.** 

TMs is the Antony that Shalupere, in the play before 
us, brings upon the scene. 

Upton has a curious theory, which would partly 
make Shakspere to belong to the French school. The 
hero of this play, according to this theory, does not 
speak *< the language of the people." Upton says — 
*< Mark Antony, as Plutarch informs us, affected the 
Asiatic manner of speaking, which much resembled 
bis own temper, being ambitious, unequal, and very 
rbodomontade. ♦ ♦ * ♦ This style our poet has 
very artfully and learnedly interspersed in Antony's 
speeches.^* ** Unquestionably the language of Antony 
is more elevated than that of Enobarbus, for example. 
Antony was of the poetical temperament — a man of 
high genius — ^an orator, who could move the passions 
dramatically — a lover, that knew no limits to his devo- 
tion because he loved imaginatively. When sorrow 
falls upon him, the poetical parts of his character are 
more and more developed; we forget the sensualist 
But even before the touch of grief has somewhat 
exalted his nature, be takes the poetical view of poeti- 
cal things. What can be more exquisite than his 
mention of Octavia^s weeping at the parting with her 
brother f — 

** The April *8 in her eyes : it is love's spring. 
And these the showers to bring it ou." 

• ' Critical Observations,' p. 100. 
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Aiid, higher still : — 

*' Her tongtie will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tonKue : the swan's down feather. 
That stands upon the swell at the full of tide. 
And neither way inclines." 

This, we tliink^ is not '' the Asiatic manner of speak- 
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M. Antony, a triumvir. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 1 ; sc. S ; sc. 3. Act II. sc. S ; sc. 3 ; 8C. 6 ; 
SC.7. ActIIl.te.9:BC.4;sc. 7;8C.8:8e.9; 8C.IL ActlV. 
ac. 8 ; tc. 4 ; sc. 9 ; sc. 7 ; ac. 8 ; sc. 10 ; sc. 12 > sc. 13. 

OcTAVius C^SAR, a triumvir, 

Appears, Act I. sc. 4. Act 11. sc. S; sc. 3; sc. 6; se. ?. 
Act III. ac. 2; sc. 6; sc. 8; sc. 10. Act IV. so. 1 ; sc. A; 
sc. 10. ActV. se.l; sc. S. 

M. ^MiL. Lefidus, a triumvir, 

Appears, Act I. to. 4. Act II. sc. S ; sc. 4 ; sc. 6 ; se. 7. 
Act III. sc. S. 

Sbxtus PoifPBIUS. 
Appears, Act II. se. I ; sc. 6 ; sc. 7. 

DouiTius Enobarbus, a friend of Antony. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 3 ; sc. 6 ; sc. 7. Act III. sc. 2 } 
sc. 5 ; sc. 7 ; sc. 8 ; sc. 11. Act IV. sc. 2; sc. 6 ; sc. 9. 

Vrntidius, a friend of Antony. 
Appears, Act XL sc. 2 ; so. 3. Act III. sc. 1. 

Eros, a friend o/ Antony. 

Appears, Act III. sc. 5 ; sc. 9. Act IV. sc. 4 ; ac. 5 ; sc. 7 ; 
8C. 12. 

ScARUs, a friend o/" Antony. 
Appears, Act III. sc. 8. Act IV. sc. 7 ; sc. 8 ; sc. 10. 
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DxRCBTAs, a friend of Antony. 
Appears, Act lY. ac. 12. Art V. sc. I. 

Dembtrius, a friend of Antony. 
Appears, Act I. m. 1. 

Philo, a friend of Antony. 
Appears, Act I. k. I. 

Mbojknas, a friend of Caesar, 

Appears, Act II. w. 2 ; ac. 4 ; ac. (t ; sc. 7. Act III. ae. 6. 
Act IV. ac. 1. Act V. sc. 1 ; ac. 2. 

Agrippa, a friend ofCBBsai. 

Appears, Act IT. ac. 2 ; ac 4 ; ac. 7. Act III. ac. 2 ; ae. 6. 
ActlV. ac. 1; ac. 6;8c.7. Act V. ac. 1. 

DoLABBLLA, a friend of Cesar. 
Appears, Act III. ac. 10. Act V. ac. 1 ; ac. 2. 

Proculbius, a friend of Cnsar. 
Appears, Act V. ac 1 ; ac. 2. 

Thtrbus, afriendofCaBsax, 

Appears, Act III. ac. 10 ; ac. II. 

Gallus, a friend of Ca»ar. 
Appears, Act V. ac 1 ; ac. 2. 

Mbnas, a friend of Pompey. 
Appears, Act II. ac. 1 ; ac. 6 ; ac. 7. 

Mbnbcratbs, afriendofPompfj. 
Appears, Act II. ac. 1. 

Varrius, a friend of Pompey. 
Appears, Act II. ac. 1. 
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Taurus, Ueutenant-general to C«sar. 
Appearit Act III. sc. 8. 

Canioivs, lietUmani-^eneroU to Antony. 
Appean, Act in. so. 7 } ac. •• 

SiLius, €tn officer in Veutidius'« army. 
Appears, Act IH. m. 1. 

KupHRONius, tm amb€ii9ador from Antony to Csesar. 
Appears, AtilU, sc. 10; le. 11. 

Ai.£XAS« an attendant on Cleopatra. 

Appeare, Act I. so. 2 ; sc. 3. Act II. sc. 5. Act III. so. 8. 
Act lY. sc. 2. 

Mabdian, an aUendant on Cleopatra. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 5. Act II. sc. 5. Act IV. sc. 11 ; sc. 12. 

SsLBucus, an attendant on Cleopatra. 
Appears, Act V. sc. 2. 

Dioic&OB% an attendant on Cleopatra. 
Appeoft Art IV. se. 12 ; so. 18. 

A Soothsayer. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 3. 

A Clown. 
Appears, Act V. sc. 2. 

Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt, 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 2 ; sc. 3 ; sc. 5. Act II. sc. 5. Act III. 
EC. 3; sc. 7; 8C.9; sc.ll. Act IV. sc.2: 8C.4; sc.8; se.lO; 
sc. 11: sc. 18. ActV. sc. 2. 
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OcTAViA, Stater to Ceesar, and wife to Antony. 
Appears, Act II. sc. 3. Act III. sc. 2 ; sc. 4 ; sc. 6. 

Charmian, an attendant on Cleopatra. 

Appears, Act T. sc. 2 ; sc. 3 ; sc. 5. Act II. sc. 5. Aet III. 
8C. 3; 8c. 9; sc. 11. Act IV. bc2; flc.4; sc. 11 ; ae.l&. 
Act V. sc. 2. 

Iras, an attendant on Cleopatra. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2; sc. 3; sc. 5. Act II. sc. 5. Act III. 
sc. 3 ; sc. 9 ; sc. 11. Act IV. sc. 8; sc. 11 ; sc. 13. Act V. 
sc. 2. 

Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants. 
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Alexandria. A Room in Cleopatra'* 
Palace. 

Enter Demetrius and Philo. 

Phi. Nay, but this dotage of our generars 
Overflows the measure : those his goodly eyes, 
That o'er the files and musters of the war 
Hare glowed like plated Mars, now bend, now turn. 
The office and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front : his captain^s heart. 
Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst 
The buckles on his breast, reneagues* all temper ; 
And is become the bellows, and the fan, 
To cool a gipsy's lust Look, where they come ! 

Flourish. Enter Antony and Cleopatra, v>Uh 
their Trains; Eunuchs /onmn^ her. 

Take but good note, and you shall see in him 
The triple " pillar of the world transformed 
Into a strumpet's fool : behold and see. 

■ Reneagues— renounces. This is usually spelt reneges. Tlie 
orlho<rraphy we have adopted gives us the proper pronunciation, 
as in league. 

*» Triple is here used in the sense of third, or one of three. 
So in ' All 's Well that Ends Well' we have a triple eye lor a 
third e^e. We are not aware that any other author uses triple 
otherwise than in the ordinary sense of three-fold. 
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Cleo. if it be love indeed, tell me how much. 
Ant, There 's beggary- in the love that can be 

reckoned. 
Cleo* I *11 set a bourn how far to be beloved. 
AsU, Then must thou needs find out new heaven, 

new earth. 

Enter an Attendaut 

Att. News, my good lord, from Bome^ 
Ant, Grates me :* — The sum. 

Cleo, Nay, hear them, Antony : 
Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; Or, who knows 
If the scarce-bearded CsBsar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to you, ^ Do this, or this ; 
Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that ; 
Perform 't, or else we damn thee." 
Ant, How, my love 1 

Cleo, Perchance, — ^nay, and most like, 
You must not stay here longer, your dismission 
Is come from GsBsar ; therefore hear it^ Antony.*— 
Where 's Fulvia*s process % ^ Gaesar^s, I would say.— 

Both.— 
Gall in the messengers.'— .As I am EgypCs queen, 
Thou blushest, Antony ; and that blood of mine 
Is Gaesar^s homager : else so thy cheek pays shame 
When shrill-tongued Fulvia scolds. — ^The messengers. 
Ant. Let Rome in Tiber melt ! and the wide arch 
Of the rangM empire* fall ! Here is my space. 
Kingdoms are clay : our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life 
Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair. 
And such a twain can do \ in which I bind, 

^ Grates fntf-^offends me ; is grating to me. 

b Proceu— summons. 

c Ranged empire, Capell properly explains Ihto— ^ Ordsrly 
ranged — whose parts are now entire and aiitinct»Uke a i ~*~ 
of weU-built edifices/* 
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On pain of puniahmenf^ the world to weet* 
We stand up peerless. 

CUo, Excellent falsehood ! 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love herf— ■ 
I 'U seem the fool I am not ; Antony 
Will be himself— 

Ant. But stirr'd by Cleopatra.*— 

Now, for the love of Love, and her soft hours. 
Let *8 not (MHifound the time with conference harsh : 
There 's not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now : Wliat sport to-night % 

Cleo, Hear toe ambassadors. 

Ant» Fie, wrangling queen ! 

Whom everything becomes, to chide, to laugh. 
To weep ; whose every passion fully strives 
To make itself, in thee^ fair and admir'd ! 
No messenger ; but thine and all alone. 
To-night we 11 wander through the streets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come, my queen ; 
Last night you cud desire it : — Speak not to us. 

[Exeunt AsT. and Cleop., with their Train, 

Bern, Is Caesar with Antonius priz'd so slight t 

ThL Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 
He comes too short of that great property 
Which still should go with Antony. 

Denu I 'm full sorry 

That he approves the common liar, who 
Thus speaks of him at Home : But I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy I \'Bxwnt, 

■ 2*0 tpe«t— to know. 

b Antony aooepta Cleopatra's belief of what he will be. He 
will be himself; but still under the influence of Cleopatra ; and 
to show what that influence is, he continues» ** Now, for the 
love of Love," &c. 
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SCENE IL—T^^Mfiie. Another Room. 
Enter Gharhiak, Ibas» Ausxas, and a Soothsayer. 

Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most an3rthin^ 
Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, where ^s the sooth- 
sayer ^t you praised so to the queeaf O, that I 
knew this husband, i^ich, you say, must change* his 
hoins with garlands I 

Alex. Soothsayer. 

Sooth. Your will t 

Cfkar. Is this the man t— Is 't you, sir, that know 
things t 

Soo^A. In nature's infinite book of secrecy 
A little I can read. 

Alex, Show him your hand. 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly ; wine enough 
Cleopatra's health to drink. 

Char, Good sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth, I make not, but foresee. 

Char, Pray then, foresee me one. 

Sooth, You shall be yet far fairer than you are. 

Char. He means in flesh. 

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid! 

Alex. Vex not his prescience ; be attentive. 

Char. Hush! 

Sooth, You shall be more beloving than l>e1ov''d. 

Char. I had rathet heat my liver with drinking. 

Alex, Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let me 
be married to three kings in a forenoon^ and widovr 
tliem all : let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod 
of Jewry may do homage : find me to marry me with 
Octavius Caesar, and companion me with my mistress. 
^ Change— vv^, give a different appearance to. 
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Sooth, You shall outlive the lady whom you serve. 

Char. O excelleQt! I lore long life better than 
figs. 

Sooth, You have seen and proved a fairer former 
fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

Char, Then, belike my children shall have no names \ 
Prithee, how many boys and wenches must I have*? 

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb, 
And fertile every wish, a million. 

Char, Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch. 

Alex, You think none but your sheets are privy to 
your wishes. 

Char, Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. We '11 know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night, shall 
be — drunk to bed. 

Iras, There 's a palm presages chastity, if nothing 
else. 

Char, Even as the overflowing Nilus presageth fa- 
mine. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot soothsay. 

Char, Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prog- 
nostication, X cannot scratch mine ear. Prithee, tell 
her but a worky-day fortune. 

Sooth, Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras, But how, but how ? give me particulars. 

Sooth. 1 have said. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than she? 

Char, Well, if you were but an inch of fortune 
better than I, where would you choose it ? 

Iras, Not in my husband's nose. 

phar. Our worser thoughts heavens mend ! Alexas, 
—come, his fortune, his fortune! — O, let iiim marry a 
woman that cannot go, sweet Isis, I beseech thee! And 
let her die too, and give him a worse l and let worse 
follow worse, till the worst of all follow him laughing 
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to his grave, fifty-fold a cnckold! Good Isis^ hear me 
tbii prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more 
weight ; good Isis, I beseech thee ! 

Ir<i^ Amen. Dear goddess, hear ibat pmyer of the 
people ! for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a handsome 
man loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow to behold a 
fbul knave micuckolded: Therefore^ dear Isis, keep 
decorum, and fortune him accordingly ! 

Char, Amen. 

Alex, Lo, now ! if it lay in their hands to make me 
a cuckold, they would make themselves whores but 
they 'd do 't. 

Eno, Hush ! here comes Antony. 

Char. Not he; tbeqneeo. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Cfoo. Saw you my lord? 
Eno, No, lady. 

Cleo, Was be not faeiet 

Char. No, madam. 

Cleo, He was disposed to mirth ; but on the sudden 
A Roman thought hath struck him.*i^Enobarba8, — 
Bno, Madam. 
Cleo, Seek him, and bring him hither. Where ii 

Alexas? 
Alex. Here^ at your service^-My lord approaches. 

Enter Antony, with a Messenger and Attendants. 

Cleo, We will not look upon him : 60 with us. 
[Exeunt Glbopatra, Enobasbus, Ai.exa% Iiias, 
Gbarmian, Soothsayer, and Attendants. 
Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 
Ant, Against my biother Lucius? 
Meu. Ay: 
But soon that war had end, and the timers state 
Made friends of them, jointing their force 'gainst 
Caesar; 
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Whose better issue !n the war, from Italy, 
Upon the fint encounter, drave them. 

Ant, Well, what worst ? 

Mesa, The oatuxe of bad news infects tiie teller. 

Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward. — On : 
Things that are past are done with me. — 'T is thus : 
Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 
I hear him as he flattar'd. 

Mess, Labienus 

(This is stiff news) hath, with his Parthian force, 
Bxtended* Asia from Kujjbfates ; 
His conquering banner shook from Syria 
To Lydia and to I(Hiia; 

Whiktr- 

Ant Antony, thou wouldtt say,*— 
Mess, O, my lord ! 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general 
tongue; 
Name Cleopatra as she^s calPd in Rome : 
Rail thou in Fulvia's phrase ; and taunt my faults 
With such full licence as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. O, then we bring forth weeds 
When our quick winds lie still ; and our ills told us, 
Is as our eariiig.b Fare thee well a while. 
Mess. At your noble pleasure. [^Exit 

Ant. From Sicycn how the nevrs t Speak there. 

*■ JSrteiulml—ceized npon. Nearly all Shakspere's contem- 
poraries make the second syllable of Euphrates short. 

k Malone proposes to read minds Instead of winds. Before we 
adopt a new reading vre must be satisfied that the old one is 
corrupt. When do we " bring forth weeds?" In a heavy and 
moist season, when there are no *' quick winds" to mellow the 
earth, to dry up the exuberant moisture, to fit it for the plough. 
Tlie quick winds, then, are the Toices which bring us true reports ' 
to put an end to oar inaction. When these winds lie still we 
iMring ibrth weeds. But the metaphor is carried farUier : the 
winds have reodered tlie soil fit for the plough ; but the know- 
ledjife of oar own fitults^ills— is as the ploughing itself— the 
" oaring." 
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1 Ait, The man irom Sicyoo.— Is there such an one! 

2 ^^^. He stays upon your will. 

Ant Let him appear.^ 

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break, 

Enter another Messenger. 

Or lose myself in dotage.— What are youf 

2 Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 

Ant. Where died she f 

9 Mess. In Sicyon : 
Her length of sickness, with what else more serious 
Xmporteth thee to know, this bears. [Gives a letter. 

Ant. Forbear me. — 

[Exit Messenger. 
Tliere 's a great spirit gone \ Thus did I desire it: 
What our contempts do often hurl from us. 
We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure, 
By revolution lowering, does become 
The opposite of itself : she 's good, being gone; 
The hand could pluck her back that shov'd her ou, 
I must from this enchanting queen break off; 
Ten tiiousand harms, more than the ills I know, 
My idleness doth hatch. — ^How now ! Enobarbus 1 

Enter Enobarbub. 

Eno, What 's your pleasure, sir 1 

Ant. I must with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women : We 8ee.how 
mortal an unkindness is to them ; if they suffer our 
departure, death 's the word. 

Ant. 1 must be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women die: 
It were pity to cast them away for notliing ; thougb, 
between them and a great cause, they should be eetesmed 
nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the least noise of tU^ 
dies instantly ; I have seen her die twenty times upOQ 
far poorer moment : I do think tliere is mettle in dMib, 
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whicK commits aome loting act upon her, she hath such 
a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning past man^s thought. 

Eno, Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of no&ing 
but the finest part of pure love : We cannot call her 
winds and waters, sighs and tears ; they are greater 
storms and tempests than almanacs can report : this 
cannot be cunning in her ; if it be, she makes a shower 
of min as well as Jove. 

Ant, 'Would I had never seen her ! 

Bno, O, sir, you had then left unseen a wonderful 
piece of work ; which not to have been blessed withal, 
would have discredited your travel. 

Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Sir? 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Fulvia f 

Ant, Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice. 
When it plcaseth their deities to take the wife of a maii 
from him, it shows to man the tailors of the earth ; 
comforting therein, that when old robes are worn out 
there are members ^o make new . If there were no more 
women but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and tlie 
case to be lamented ; this grief is crowned with consola- 
tion ; your old smock brings forth a new petticoat : — 
and, indeed, the tears live in an onion tliat should water 
this sorrow. 

Ant. The business she hath broached in the state 
Cannot endure my absence. 

Eno. And the business you have broached here can- 
not be without you ; esi)ecially tbat of Cleopatra's, which 
wholly dtoends on your abode. 

Ant. Ko more light answers. Let our officers 
Have notice what we purpose. I shall break 
The eanxse of our expedience to the queen. 
And get her love to part. For not alone 

VOL. X, p 
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The death of Folvia, with niore uigent touches, 
Do strongly speak to us ; but the letteis too 
Of many our contriving friends in Borne 
Petition us at home : Sextos Pompeius 
Hath given the daie to Caasar, and cominands 
The empire of the sea : our slippery people 
(Whose love is never link'd to the deserver 
Till his deserts are past) begin to throv 
Pompey the gieat^ and all his dignities, 
Ujpon lus son ; who, high in name and power. 
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier : whose quality, going on, 
The sides o' the world may danger : Much is breeding, 
Which, like the couiser^s hair, hath yet but life. 
And not a serpent's poison. Say, our pleasure. 
To such whose place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 
Eno, I shall do 't lEtmtU* 

SCENE m. 
Enter Clbopat&a, Gharmiavt, Ibas, and Albxas. 

Cieo. Where is he! s. . 

Char, I did not see him since. 

deo. See where he is, who *8 with hiin« what he 
does: — 
I did not send you : — If you find him sad. 
Say I am dancing ; if in mirth, report 
That I am sudden sick : Quick, and return. 

[ExitALOL 

Char. Madam, methinks, if yon did love him dearly, 
Ton do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

deo. What should I do I do not? 

CAar. In each thing give him way, cross him i* 
nothing. 

Cleo. Thou teachest like a fool : the way to loft^ him. 



Digitized by VjUU^IC 



SCKKS mo ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 241 

Char, Tempt bim not so too far : I wish, forbear; 
In time we bate tbat which we often lew. 

Enter Antony. 
But here eomee Antony-. 

Cleo, I am sick and sullen. 

Ani. I am sorry to give breathing to my purpose. > 

Cleo. Help me away, dear Gharmian, I shall £^l; 
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
Will not sustain it 

Ant, Now, my dearest queeD|— « 

Cleo, Pray you, stand fiirtber from me. 

Ani, What 's the matter 1 

Cko. I know, by diat same eye, there *s some good 
news* 
What says the married woman f — ^You may go ; 
'Would she had never given you leave to come I 
Let ber not say *t is I tbat keep you here, 
I have no power upon you ; hers you are. 

Ant. The gods best know, — 

Cleo, O, never was there queen 

So mightily betrayed ! Tef^ at the fiisf^ 
I saw the treasons planted. 

Ant. Glec^tra, — 

Cleo, Why should I think you can be mine, and 
true. 
Though you in swearing shake the throned gods, 
Who have been false to Fulvia f Riotous madness, 
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows. 
Which break themselves in swearing ! 

Ani, Most sweet queen, — 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour ibr your going. 
But bid ferewell, and go : when you sued staying, 
Then was the time for words : No going then ^-^ 
Eternity was in our lips and eyes ; 
Bliss in our brows' bent; none our parts so poor, 
But was a race of heaven : They are so still, 
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Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world. 
Art tum'd the gfieatest liar. 

Ant. How now, lady I 

Cleo, I would I had thy inches ; thou shouldst know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

Ant Hear me, queen : 

The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services a while ; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil swords : Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Kome : 
Equality of two domestic powers 
Breeds scrupulous faction : The hated, grown to strength. 
Are newly grown to love : the condemned Pompey, 
Rich in his father's honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not thrived 
Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten ; 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change : My more particular, 
And tliat which most with you should safe * my going, 
Is Fulvia's death. 

Cleo, Though age from folly could not give me firei' 
dom. 
It does from childishness : — ^Can Fulvia die? 

Ant She *s dead, my queen : 
Look here, and at thy sovereign leisure read 
The garboils ^ she awak'd ; at the last, best; 
See when and where she died. 

Cleo. O most false love 1 

Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill 
Witii sorrowful water ? Now I see, I see^ 
In Fulvia's death how mine received shall be. 

Ant Quarrel no more, but be prepared to know 
The purposes I bear; which are, or cease, 
As you shall give the advice : By the fire ' 

* Safe-^^reniet safe, 
b G'arM/f— disorders, commotioiia. 
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That quickent NiIub* slime, I go from hoice, 
Thy soldier, servant; making peace or war 
As thou affectfst 

Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come ;— • 

But let it be. — I am quickly ill, and well, 
So Antony loves. 

Ant, My precious queen, forbear; 

And give true evidence to his love, which stands 
An honourable trial. 

Cleo. So Fulvia told me. 

I prithee, turn aside, and weep for her ; 
Then bid adieu to me, and say the tears 
Belong to Egypt : ' Good now, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling ; and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You 11 heat my blood : no more. 

Cleoi You can do better yet ; but this is meetly. 

Ant, Now, by my sword, — 

Cko, Ajid target, — Still he mends ; 

^t liliis is not the best : Look, prithee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
"li^be carriage of his chafe. 

Ant, 1 11 leave you, lady. 

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you and I must part, — but that ^s not it : 
Sir, you and I liave lov'd, — but there 's not it; 
Thiat you know well : Something it is I would,— 
O, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
And I am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your royalty 

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

Cleo. 'T is sweating labour 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ; 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
* •vffj^t— the queen of Egypt. 
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Eye well to yon : Totlr honotir calls you hetict ; 

Therefore be dtef to my unpiHed folly, 

And all the gods go wi&i you ! Upon your sword 

Sit laurel * victory, and smooth success 

Be strew'd befine yom feet ! 

Ant. Let us go. ConM : 

Our separation so abides, and flies, 
That thou, residing hete, gO'st yet #itii ine, 
And I, hence fleeting, here remain wi& tbee. 
Away ! [Sxeunt. 

SCENE lY.— Rome. An Apartment Ite CttsarV 

B(3U89, 

Enter Octatius Cssab, Lxpidus, tmd Attendants. 

Cm. Tou may SM, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Csesar^s natural vice tb hate 
One great competitor : from Alexandria 
This is the news : He flshes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamps of night in revel : is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen of Ptolemy 
More womanly than he : budly gave audience. 
Or vouchsaf 'd to think he had partners : Yod ^all 

find there 
A man who is the abstract of all faults 
That all men follow. 

Lep, I must not think there art 

Evils enow to darken all his goodness : 
His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaveta, 
More fiery by night*s blackness ; hereditarv. 
Rather than purchased ; what he cannot chan^ 
Than what he chooses. 

CcM. You are too indulgent : Let *8 grant it is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 

^ Laurel, The use of the subetantive a^Jeetivelv was a paco- 
liarity of the poetry of Shakspere's time, which haa Deen revived 
with advautage in ottr own day. 
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To give a kingdom ^r a mirth ; to tit 
And keep the tum of tippling with a sUve ; 
To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
With knaves that smell of svreat; say^ this beoomes 

him, 
(As his composuie must be raie indeed 
Whom these things cannot blemish,) yet must Antony 
No way excuse his soils,^ when we do bdar 
So great weight in his lightness. If he filFd 
His vacancy with his voluptuousness, 
Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones, 
Call on him for *t : but, to confound such time, 
That drums him from his sporty and speaks as loud 
As his own state, and ours, — 't is to be chid 
As we rate boys $ who^ being mature in knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure^ 
And so rebel to judgment. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Lep, Here ^s more news. 

Mesa. Thy biddings have been done ; and every hour. 
Most noble Caesar, shalt thou have report 
How 't is abroad. ^ Pompey is strong at sea $ 
And it appears he is belov'd of those 
That only have feared Gsdsar : to the ports 
The discontents repair, and men's reports 
Give him much wronged. 

CiS8. 1 should have known no leM t— 

It hath been taught us from the primal state. 
That he which is was wish'd, until he were : 
And the ebb^d man, ne*er lov'd till ne'er worth lore, 
Comes fear'd by being lack'd. This common body. 
Like io a vagabond flag upon the stream. 
Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying tide, 
To rot itself with motion. 

Mesa. Caesar, I bring thee word, 

*■ 5oi/«— defilements, taints. 
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Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates, 
Make the sea serve them ; which they ear and wound 
With keels of every kind : Many hot inroads 
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on 't, and flash youth revolt : 
No vessel can peep forth but 't is as soon 
Taken as seen ; for Pompey*8 name strikes more 
Than could his war resisted. 

CcBs. Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious vassals.* When thou once 
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st 
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow ; whom thou fought'st against, 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer : Thou didst driuk 
Tlie stale of horses, and the gilded puddle 
^Vhich beasts would cough at : thy palate then did 

deign 
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 
Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 
The barks of trees thou browsed'st ; on the Alps 
It is reported thou didst eat strange flesli. 
Which some did die to look on : And all this 
(It woimds thine honour that I speak it now) 
Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd not. 

Lep, 'T is pity of him. 

Cees, Let his shames quickly 

Drive him to Rome : T is time we twam 

» Vassals. The apelUng of the original is msmis. The 
modem readii^ is wassals. Now, in three other passages of kbe 
origiual, where the old English word wassal is used, it is kpelt 
wassels, Wassal is employed by Shakspere in the strict mean- 
ing of drunken reyelry ; and that could scarcely be cailM 
" lascivious." On the contrary, " leave thy lascivloas voaah 
expresses Csesar's contempt for Cleopatra and her minions, who 
were strictly the vassals of Antony, the queen being one of tin 
tiibutarics. 
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Did ihow ourselyee i' the field ; and, to that end, 
Asiemble me immediate council : Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Lep. To-morrow, Casar, 

I shall be fumifh'd to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can be able^ 
To front this present time. 

CtB$. Till which encounter, 

It is my business too. Farewell. 

Lep. Farewell, my lord: What you shall know 
meantime 
Of stiis abroad, I shall beseech you, sir. 
To let me be partaker. 

C<p«. Doubt not, sir ; 

I knew it for my bond. [Exeunt. 

SCENE v.— Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charkian, Iras, and Mardian. 

Cleo. Charmian, — 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha, ha! — 
Give me to drink mandragora. 

Char. Why, madam? 

Cleo. That I might sleep out this great gap of time 
My Antony is away. 

Char. You think of him too much. 

Cleo. O, 't is treason ! 

Char. Madam, I trust not so. 

Cleo. Thou, etmuch ! Manlian I 

Mar. What *8 your highness' pleasure ? 

Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing ; I take ne pleasure 
In aught an eunuch has : *T is well for thee, 
That, being unseminar'd, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affections? 

Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 
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Cleo. Indeed f 

Mar, Not in deed, madam ; fat I can do notiaiig 
But what indeed is honest to be done : 
Yet I have fierce affections^ and think 
What Venus did with Man- 

Cleo, O Charmiflli^ 

Whete think^st thou he is noiT ? Stands h^ of sits h«! 
Or does he wttlkf or is he on nis horse f 
happy hoise, to bear the weight ef Antoujr ! 
Do bravely, horse ! for wofst &oa whom tbou mov^st? 
The demi- Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And burgonet > of men. — He *s speaking now, 
Or murmuring, " Where 's my serpent of old Nilef ' 
For so he calls me : Now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison : — ^Think on me, 
That am with Phoebus' amorous pinches black, 
And wrinkled deep in time ? Broad-fronted Caesar, 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch : and great Pompey 
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow ; 
There would he anchor his aspect^ and die 
With looking on his life. 

Enter Alsxas. 

Alex, Sovereign of Egypt) hail ! 

Cleo, How much unlike art thou Mark Antony ! 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
With his tinct gilded tiiee, — 
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex, Last thing he did, dear queen. 
He kissed,— the last of many doubled kisses, — 
This orient pearl : — His spech sticks in my heart 

Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence. 

Alex. Good friend, quoth hei 

Say, << The firm Roman to great Egypt sends 

• BMrgonet-^eXmtL 
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This ti«it«tir» of dn oyster ; at whose foot, 

To mend the petty present I will piece 

Her opuleut tiirone with kingdoms : All the east,** 

Say thou, *< shall call het mistress." So he nodded, 

And soborly did mount an arm-Miunt* steed, 

Who neigh'd so high, diat what I would have spoke 

Was beastly dumb'd by him. 

Cleo. What, was he sad, or merry 1^ 

Alex, Like to the time o* the year between tlie 
extremes 
Of hot and cold : he was nor sad nor merry. 

Cleo. O well-divided disposition ! — Note him. 
Note him, good Gharmian, 't is the man ; but note 

him : 
He was not sad ; for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his : he was not merry ; 
Which seemed to tell them his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy : bilt between both : 
O heavenly mingle ! — Beest thou Sad, or merry, 
The violence of either the^ beeom^ ; 
So does it no man else. — Mett^lt tUou my posts ? 

Alex. Ay, madam, twentjr several messengers : 
Why do you send so thick f 

Cleo. Who *8 bom that day 

When I forget to send to Afitony, 
Shall die a beggar. — ^Ink find papf, Charmian.>— 
Welcome, my good Alexds.^-Did I, Gharmian, 
Ever love Gaesar sol 

Char. that brave Geesar ! 

Cleo. Be choVd with such another emphasis ! 
Say, the brave Antony. 

CJuir. The valiant Gsesar ! 

Cleo, By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with GsBsar paragon again 
My roan of men ! 

a Arm^aunt, of which we have no other example, oonTeys 
the notion of a steed fieroe and terrible in armonr. 
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Char. By your most gracious paidoDy 

I sing but after you. 

Cleo» My salad days ; 

When I was green in judgment : — Gold in blood. 
To say as I said then 1 — But come, away : 
6et me ink and paper : he shall hare every day 
A several greeting, or I Ul unpeople Egypt \BxeunL 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Messina. A Room in Pompey> House, 
Enter Pomfey, Mbnbc rates, and Men as. 

Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Mene. Knovr, worthy Pompey, 

That what they do delay they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, decays 
The thing we sue for, 

Mene. We, ignorant of ourselves. 

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit, 
By losing of our prayers. 

Pom. I shall do well : 

The people love me, and the sea is mine ; 
My power 's a crescent,* and my auguring ho\ye 
Says it will come to the full. Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors : Csesar gets money where 
He loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is flattered ; but he neither loves. 
Nor either cares for him. 

Men. Csesar and Lepidus 

Are in the field ; a mighty strength they carry. 

Pom. Where Imve you this I 't is false. 
Men. From Silvius, sir. 

Pom. He dreams ; I know they are in Rome together. 
Looking for Antony : But all the charms of love, 
Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan'd lip ! 
Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both ! 

■ The original has " My po'vrers are crescent." Tlie use of it 
in the next line shows that eretcent is a substantive. 
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Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts ; ^ 

Keep nis brain fuming; Epicurean cooks 
Shaq)en with cloyless sauce his appetite ; 
That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour 
Even till a Lethe^d dulness. — ^How noir, Vairius? 

Enter Varrius. 

Var. This is most certain that I shall deliver : 
Mark Antony is every hour in Bom^ 
Expected ; since he went from Sgypt^ *t is 
A space for farther travel. 

Pom. I could have given less matter 

A better ear.^Menas, I did not think 
This amorous surfeiter would have donned his helm 
For such a petty war : his soldiership 
Is twice the other twain : But let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck 
The ne'er lust-wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope' 

CsBsar and Antony shall well greet together : 
His wife that 's dead did trespasses to Capsai ; 
His brother warr'd upon him ; although, I think, 
Not mov'd by Antony. 

Pom, I know not, Menas, 

How lesser enmities may give way to greater. 
Were 't not that we stand up against &em all, 
'T were pregnant they should square between them- 
selves ; 
For they have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swords : but how the fear of us 
May cement their divisions, and bind up 
The petty difiference, we yet not know. 
Be it as our gods will have it ! It only stands 
Our lives upon to use our strongest hands. 
Coi^e, Menas. lExeunt 

■ Bope is hers used ia the sense ot expect* 



Digitized by VjUU^IC 



SoxMB 11.] ANTONY AND CLEOPATBA. Hoi 

SCENE II.— Rome. A Room in the House of 
Lepidus. 

Enter Bnobarbus and Lepidus. 

Le^, Giood Enobarbus, 't is a worthy deed, 
And shall become you well, to entreat your captain 
To soft and gentle speech. 

JBno, I shall entreat him 

To answer like himself: if Caesar move him, 
Let Antony look over Caesar's head, 
And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antonius' beard, 
I would not shave 't to-day ! 

Lep. *T is not a time 

For private stomaching. 

Eno, Every time 

Serves for the matter that is then bom in it. 

Lep. But small to greater matters must give way, 

£no. Not if the small come first. 

Lep, Your speech is passion : 

Buty pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 

Enter Amtony and Vbntidius. 
Eno. And yonder Caesar. 

Enter Cjssar, Mecanas, and Aqrippa. 
Ant> If we compose* well here, to Parthia : 
Hark, Ventidius. 

Cofs. I do not know, Mec«enas ; ask Agrippa. 
Lep. Noble friends. 
That which combin'd us was most great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What 's amiss. 
May it be gently heard : Whep we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds ; Then, noble partners, 
* CompoM->agrae, come to agreemeat 
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(The rather, for I earnestly beseech,) 

Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms, 

Nor curstness grow to oie matter. 

Ant, ^ T is spoken well : 

Were we before our armies, and to fight^ 
I should do thus. 

C<B8, Welcome to Rome. 

Ant, Thank yoo. 

C€ts, Sit 

AmU, Sit, sir. 

C«». Nay, then. 

Ant, I learn, you take things ill which aie not so; 
Or, being, concern you not. 

Cms, I must be laugh*d at, 

If, or for nothing, or a little^ I 
Should say myself offended ; and with you 
Chiefly i' the world : more laughed at, that I should 
Once name you derogately, when to sound your name 
It not concerned me. 

Ant, My being in Egypt, Gsesar, 

What was 't to you ? 

CiB$, No more than my residing here at Borne 
Might be to you in Egypt : Yet if you there 
Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 

Ant. How intend you, practi8''dt 

C<es, You may be pleasVl to catch at mine intent 
By what did here befal me. Your wi& and bro&er 
Made wars upon me ; and their oontestation 
Was theme for you, you were the word of war. 

Ant, You do mistake your business; my brother 
never 
Did urge me in his act : I did inquire it ; 
And have my learning irom some true reports^ 
That drew their swords with you. Did he not rather 
Discredit my authority with yours ; 
And make tlie wars alike against my stomach. 
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Having alike your cause t Of this, mj letters 
Before did satisfy you. If you Ul patch a quarrel. 
As matter whole you have to make it with,* 
It musk not be with this. 

Ciea. You praise yourself by laying defects of judg^ 
raent to me ; but you patched up your excuses. 

Ant, Not so, not so ; 
I know you could not lack, I am certain on 't, 
Very necessity of this thought, that I, 
Your partner in the cause 'gainst which he fought. 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 
I would you had her spirit in such another : 
The third o' the world is yours ; which with a snaffle 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Efto. 'Would we had all such wives, that the men 
might go to wars with the woinen ! 

Ant. So much uncurbable, her garboils, Caesar, 
Made out of her impatience, (which notwanted 
Shrewdness of policy too,) I grieving grant 
Did you too much disquiet : for that you must 
But say I could not help it. 

Ccts. 1 wrote to you 

When rioting in Alexandria ; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, 

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what I was i' the morning : but, next day, 
I told him of myself; which was as much 
As to have ask'd him pardon : Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend. 
Out of our question wipe him. 

■ The meaninsr appears to us— if yon '11 patch a quarrel no as 
to seem the whole matter you have to make it with, you mast 
not patch it with this complaint. Whole is opposed to pauh* 
VOL. X. Q 
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C€M. You have broken 

The artiol« of your oath ; which you shall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

Lep, Soft^ OflBsar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him tpeak; 
The honour is sacred which he talks on now, 
Supposing that I lack'd it : But on, Gaiar | 
The article of my oath, — 

C^ea. To lend me arms and aid when I required tkeni 
The which you both denied. 

Ant. Neglected, rather ; 

And then, when poisoned houn had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, 
I *11 play the penitent to you : but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
Work without it : Truth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, made wan bere; 
For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

Lep, T IS noble spoken. 

Mec. If it might please you, to enforce no further 
The griefs between ye ; to forget them quite, 
Were to remember that the present need 
Speaks to atone you. 

Lep. Worthily spoken, Mecsenas. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another *s love for the in- 
stant, you may, when you hear no more words of Pom* 
pey, return it again : you shall have time to wrangle in 
when you have nothing else to do. 

Ant. Thou art a soldier only ; i peak no more. 

Eno. That truth should be silent, I had atanoat forgot 

^n<. You wrongthis presence, thereforespeakno more. 

Eno. Go to then; your considerate stone.* 

C€B8. I do not much dislike the matter, but 

ft This is most probahly an allusion to the old sayioffi "M 
Bilentaaastone." ' ' 
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The maimer of his speech : for it caimot be 
We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 
So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should, hold us stanch, from edge to edge 
O^ the world I would pursue it. 

Agr, Give me leave, Caesar^ — 

Ccr«. Speak, Agrippa. 

Affr. Thou hast a sister by the mother's side, 
Admired Octavia : great Mark Antony- 
Is now a widower. 

Cas. Say not so, Ag;rippa ; 

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserv'd of rashness.* 

Ant. 1 am not manned, Caesar : let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Affr, To hold you in perpetual amity, 
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife : whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men ; 
Whose virtue, and whose general graces, speak 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage. 
All little jealousies, which now seem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing : truths would be tales. 
Where now half tales be truths : her love to both 
Would, each to other, and all loves to both, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke : 
For ^t is a studied, not a present tliought, 
By duty ruminated. 

Ant Will Caisar speak t 

CeP8. Not till he hears how Antony is touched 
With what is spoke already. 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 

If I would say, ** Agrippa, be it so," 
To make this good ? 

* O/rcuAitesc— onaccottntofrashnais* 
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Cas. The power of Caesar, 

And his power unto Octavia. 

Ant. Ma.y I never 

To this good purpose, that so fairly shows, 
Dream of impediment ! — Let me have thy hand : 
Further this act of grace ; and, from this hour, 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves. 
And sway our great designs ! 

C€BS. There "s my hand. 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly : Let her live 
To join our kingdoms, and our hearts ; and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 

Lep» Happily, amen ! 

Ant I did not think to draw my sword Against 
Pompey ; 
For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great, 
Of late upon me : I must thank him only, 
Lest my remembrance suffer ill report ; 
At heel of that, defy him. 

Lep. Time calls upon us : 

Of us must Pompey presently be sought, 
Or else he seeks out us. 

Ant Where lies he ? 

Ctes. About the Mount Misenum. 

Ant What is his strength by land? 

Cms. Great and increasing : 
But by sea he is an absolute master. 

Ant So is the fame. 
^Would we had spoke together ! Haste we for it : 
Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we 
The business we have talk'd of. 

C€B8. With most gladness; 

And do invite you to my sister's view. 
Whither straight I *11 lead you. 

Ant» Let us, Lepidus, 

Not lack your company. 
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Lep. Noble Antony, 

Not sickness should detain me. 

[Flourish. Exeunt Cssar, Ant., 
and Lepidus. 

Mee, Welcome from Egjrpt, sir. 

Eno, Half the heart of Caesar, worthy MecsBiias ! — 
my honourable friend, Agrippa! — 

Agr. Good Enobarbus ! 

Mec. We have cause to be glad that matters are so 
well digested. You stayed well by it in Egypt. 

Eno. Ay, sir ; we did sleep day out of countenance, 
and made the night light with drinking. 

Mec. Eight wild boars roasted whole at a breakfast, 
and but twelve persons there : Is this true ? 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle : we had 
much more monstrous matter of feasts, which worthily 
deserved noting. 

Mec. She *s a most triumphant lady, if report be 
square to her. 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she pursed 
up his heart, upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agr. There she appeared indeed; or my reporter 
devised well for her. 

E710. I will tell you : 
The barge she sat in, like a burnish 'd throne, 
Burnt on the water : the poop was beaten gold ; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed that 
Tlie winds were love-sick: with them the oars were 

silver ; • 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water, Avhich they beat, to follow faster, 
As amorous of their strokes. For her own person. 
It beggar'd all description : she did lie 
In her pavilion, (cloth of gold, of tissue,) 

* The pnnctuation of the ori;^ina1 gives us u full pause at 
looo-sick. The brdiuary reading is " the winds were love-sick 
with them." 
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O'er-picturmg that Venus, where we see 
The fancy outwork nature : on each side her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With diners- coloured fans, whose wind did seem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid, did. 

Agr. O, rare for Antony ! 

Eno, Her gentlewomen, like the Neieides, 
So m)iny mermaids, tended her T the eyes, 
And made their bends adomings : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches of those flower-soft handi^ 
That yarely frame the office. From the barge 
A strange invisible petiiime hits fhe sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her ; and Antony, 
Enthroned in the market-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air ; which, but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in nature. 

Agr. f Rare Egyptian! 

Eno, Upon her landing, Antony sent to her, 
Invited her to supper : she replied, 
It should be better he became her guest ; 
Which she entreated : Our courteous Antony, 
Whom ne'er the word of " No " woman heaiid speak, 
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feast; 
And, for his ordinary, pays liis hearty 
For what his eyes eat only. 

Agr, Royal wench ! 

She made great CsBsar lay his sword to bed ; 
He ploughed her, and she cropped. 

Eno, I saw \m onoe 

Hop forty paces through the public street : 
And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted, 
That she did make defect, perfection. 
And, breathless, power breathe forth. 
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Mee. Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never ; be will not ; 
Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety : Other women cloy 
The appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry 
Where most she satisfies. For vilest things 
Become themselves in her ; thai the holy priests 
Bless her when she is riggish. 

Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antonyy Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him. 

Affr. Let us go. — 

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my gaest^ 
Whilst you abide here. 

Eno, Humbly, sir, I thank you. lExeunt, 

SCENE llL^TheiatM. A Boom in CoesarV Hottse. 

Enter Caesar, Antony, Octavia bettceen them, 
Attendants, and a Soothsayer. 

Ant, The world, and my great o^ce, will sometimes 
Divide me from your bosom. 

Octa. All which time 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
Tathem for you. 

Ant, Good night, sir. — My Octavia, 

Read not my blemishes in the world's report : 
I have not kept my square ; but that to come 
Shall all be done by me rule. Grood nighty dear lady.^- 

Octa, Good night, sir. 

Cora, Crood night. [Exeunt Cjksar and Octavia. 

Ant. Now, sirrah I you do wish yourself in Egypt? 

Sooth, 'Would I had never come from thence, nor 
you thither ! 

Ant, If you can, your reason? 

Sooth. I see it in my motion, have it not in my 
tongue : But yet hie you to Egypt again. 
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AtU, Say to me, 
Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Gesar^s or minef 

Sooth. CsBsar's. 
Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side : 
Thy dffimun (diat thy spirit which keeps thee) is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable, 
Where Caesar's is not ; but near him thy angel 
Becomes a Fear, as being o^erpower'd ; therefore 
Make space enough between you. 

Ant Speak this no more. 

Sooth, To none but thee; no more, but when to 
thee. 
If thou dost play with him at any game. 
Thou art sure to lose ; and, of that natural luck, 
He beats thee Against the odds : thy lustre thickens 
When he shines by : I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him ; 
But, he away, 't is noble. 

Ant, Get thee gone : 

Say to Ventidius I would speak with him : — 

[Exit Soothsayer. 
He shall to Parthia. — Be it art, or hap, 
He hath spoken true : Tlie very dice obey him j 
And in our sports my better cunning faints 
Under his chance : if we draw lots, he speeds : 
His cocks do win the battle still of mine. 
When it is all to nought ; and his quails ever 
Beat mine, inhoop^d, at odds. I will to Egypt : 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 

Enter Vewtidius. 
I' the east my pleasure lies : — O, come, Ventidius, 
You must to Parthia ; yoyr commission 's really : 
Follow me, and receive it. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE IV.—The same. A Street. 
Enter Lepidus, Mscjenas, and Aorippa. 

Lep. Trouble yourselves no further : pray you, hasten 
Your generals after. 

AffT, Sir, Mark Antony 

Will e'en but kiss Octavia, and we 11 follow. 

Jjep. Till I shall see you in your soldier s dress, 
Which will become you both, farewell. 

Mec. ^ ^ We shall. 

As I conceive the journey, be at the Mount ■ 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is shorter, 

My purposes do draw me much about ; 
You '11 win two days upon me. 

Mcc.f Agr. Sir, good success ! 

Lep. Farewell. \Exeunt. 

SCENE v.— Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Clbopatra, Charuian, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Give me some music ; music, moody food 
Of us that trade in love. 

Attend. The music, ho 1 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo. Jjet it alone ; let us to billiards : 
Come, Charmian. 

Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mardian. 

Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play'd 
As with a woman : — Come, you '11 play with me, sir? 

Mar. As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show'd, though 't come 
too short, 
The actor may plead pardon. I 11 none now : — 

* At the Mount, Tliis no doubt means at Mount Misennm. 
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Gire xne mine angle, — ^we '11 to the river : there. 
My music playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn^d fishes ; my bended book shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, 
1 11 think them every one an Antony, 
And say, Ah, ha I you *re caught. 

Char, 'T was meny when 

You wagered on your angling; when vour diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time !— O times !— 

I laughed him out of patience ; and that night 
I laughed him into patience ; and next mom. 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword Philippan. O I from Italy j 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears. 
That long time have been barren. 

Mesa. Madam, madam^ 

Cleo, Antony 's deadi — 
If thou say so, villain, thou kilVst thy mistress : 
But well and free^ 

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluest veins to kiss ; a hand that kings 
Have lippM, and trembled kissing. 

Mess. First, madam, he *s well. 

Cleo, Why, there *8 more gold. But, sinah, mark ; 
we use 
To say the dead are well : bring it to that, 
The gold I give thee will I melt, and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat. 

Mess, Good madam, hear me. 

Cleo, Well, goto, I wiU; 

But there 's no goodness in thy face, if Antony 
Be free and healthful :— so tatt a iavour 
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To Izxtmpet such good tidings ! If not well, 
Thou shouldst come like a fury crown'd with snakes^ 
Not like a formal man. 
' Me99. Will 't please you hear mef 

Gto. I hare a mind to strike thee ere thou speaVst : 
Yet, if thou say Antony lives, is well, 
Or friends with Cessari or not captive to him, 
I '11 set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 

Mess. Madam, be ^s well. 

Cleo, Well said. 

Mess. And friends with CsBsar. 

Cleo. Thou ^rt an honest man. 

Mess* Caesar and he are greater friends than ever. 

Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mess. But yet, madam,— 

Cleo. I do not Hke " but yet," it does allay 
The good precedence ; fie upon ''but yet :" 
'' But yet" is as a gaoler to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Prithee, friend, 
Four out the pack of matter to mine ear. 
The good and bad together : He 's friends with Gsesar ; 
In state of health thou say st ; and thou say'st free. 

Mess. Free, madam ! no ; X made no such report: 
He *s bound unto Octavia. 

Cleo. For what good turn ? 

Mess. For the best turn i' the bed. 

Cleo. I am pale, Chaimian. 

Mess. Madam, he ^s married to Octavia. 

Cleo. The most infectious pestilence upon thee ! 

\Strikes km down. 

Mess. Good madam, patience. 

Cleo. What say you ? — ^Hence, 

[^SMies him again* 
Horrible villain ! or 1 *ll spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me ; I '11 unhair thy head ; 

\jShs hales him up and down. 
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Thou shalt be whipp*d witli wire, and stewed m brine, 
Smarting in ling'ring pickle. 

Mesi. Gracious madam, 

I that do bring the news made not the match. 

Cleo. Say, *t is not so, a province I will gire thee, 
And make thy fortunes proud : the blow thou hadst 
Shall make thy peace for moving me to rage ; 
And I will boot thee with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 

Mets* He 's married, madam. 

Cleo* Rogue, thou hast liv'd too long. 

[prows adapger* 

Mess, Nay, then I '11 run: — 
What mean you, madam ? I have made no fault [Ex. 

Char, Good madam, keep yourself within youiseli'j 
The man is innocent. 

Cleo, Some innocents 'scape not the thunderbolt^ 
Melt Egypt into Nile ! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents ! — Call the slave again ; 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him : — CalL 

Chcir. He is afeard to come. 

Cieo, I will not hurt him :— 

These hands do lack nobility, that tiiey strike 
A meaner than myself; since I myself 
Have given myself the cause. — Come hither, sir. 

Re-enter Messenger. 

Though it be honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news : Give to a gracious message 
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves, when they be felt 

Mess. I have done my duty, 

Cleo, Is he married f 
I cannot hate thee woiser than I do 
If thou again say. Yes. 

Mess. He is married, madam. 
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Cleo, The gods confound thee ! dost thou hold there 
stiin 

Meii, Should I lie, madam % 

Cleo, O, I would thou didst ; 

So half my Egypt were submergM, and made 
A cistern for scaled snakes ! Gh), get thee hence ; 
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thcu wouldst appear most ugly. He is married 9 

Mess, I crave your highness' pardon. 

Cleo. He is married f 

Mess. Take no offence that I would not offend you : 
To puni^ me for what you make me do 
Seems much unequal : he is married to OctaTia. 

Cleo, O, that his fault should make a knave of thee, 
That art not what tliou 'rt sure of!* — Get thee hence : 
The merchandise which thou hast brought from Rome 
Ai'e all too dear for me; lie they upon thy iiand, 
And be undone by 'em ! [Exit Messenger, 

Char, Good your highness, patience. 

Cleo. In praising Antony, I have disprals'd Caesar. 

Clxar. Many times, madam. 

CUo. I am paid for 't now. 

Lead me from hence ; 

1 faint ; O Iras, Charm Ian. — 'T is no matter : — 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him 
lieport the feature of Octavia, her years, 
Her inclination ; let him not leave out 
The colour of her hair : — bring me word quickly. — 

\Exit Albxa.8. 
I>jt him for ever go : — Let him not — Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
T* other way he's a Mars : — Bid you Alexas 

[7b Makuian. 

» The passage is somewhat obscure, bat it has been thas 
explained :— •♦ Thou art not an honest man, of which thou 
art thyself assured, because thy master's fault has made a 
knave of thee.** 
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Bring me word how tall she is. — ^Pity me, Chanxuao, 
But do not speak to me. — Lead me to my chamber. 

[ExewL 

SCENE VI.— ^cor Miaenum. 

Enter Pokpbt and Msnab at one tide^ with dnm 
and trumpet : at another^ Cmaa^r, Lbpidus, An^ 
TONT, Enobabbus, Mxcmkas, iDtth Soldlers march' 
ing. 

Pom, Your hostages I have, so have you mine ; 
And we shall talk before we fight 

Cees. Most meet 

That first we come to words ; and therefore have we 
Our written purposes before us sen*. ; 
Which, if thou hast consider'd, let us know 
If 't will tie up thy discontented sword ; 
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth. 
That else must perish here. 

Pom, To you all thiee, 

The senators alone of this great world. 
Chief factors for the gods, — I do not know 
Wherefore my father should revengers want, 
Having a son, and friends ; since Julius Cesar, 
Who at Fhilippi the good Brutus ghosted. 
There saw you labouring for him, "What was it 
That mov'd pale Cassius to conspire? And what 
Made all-houourM, honest, Roman Brutus, 
With the arm'd rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol ; but that they would 
Have one man but a man ? And that is it 
Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose burthen 
The anger'd ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome 
Cast on my iioble father. 

Cas, Take your time. 

Ant, Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with thy »il^ 
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We 11 speak with thee at sea *. at land, thou know'et 
How much we do overcount thee. 

Pom, At land, indeed, 

Tliou dost overcount xne of my father's house ; 
Bui, since the cuckoo builds not for himself, 
Remain in 't as thou mayit. 

Lcp. Be pleased to tell us 

(For this is from the present) how you take 
The offers we have sent you. 

Cits. There *s the point 

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embraced. 

CiTs. And what may follow. 

To try a larger fortune. 

Pom. You have made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and I must 
Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Rome : This 'greed upon, 
To part with unhack'd edges, and b«ar bact 
Our targes undinted. 

C€tt.y Ant., Lep. That 's our offer. 

Pom. Know then, 

I came before you here, a man prepared 
To take this offer : But Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience : — ^Though I lose 
The praise of it by telling, you must know, 
When GsBsar and your brother were at blows. 
Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey ; 

And am well studied for a liberal thanks. 
Which I do owe you. 

Pom, Let me have your hand : 

I did not think, sir, to have met you here. 

Ant The beds V the east are soft ; and thanks to you. 
That caird me, timelier than my purpose^ hi&er ; 
For I have gained by it 
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Cos, Since I saw you last^ 

There is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not 

What counts harsh Fortune casts upon my face; 
But in my bosom shall she never come, 
To make my heart her vassaL 

Lep, Well met here. 

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus. — Thus we are agreed : 
I crave our composition may be written, 
And seaFd between us. 

Cas. That 's the next to do. 

Pom. We 11 feast each other ere we part ; and let us 
Draw lots who shall begin. 

Ant. That will I, Pompey. 

Pom, No, Antony, take the lot : but, first 
Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
Shall have the fame. I have heard that Julias Gsaar 
Grew fat with feasting there. 

Ant. You have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair meanings, sir. 

Ant. And fair words to them. 

Pom. Then so much have I heard : — • 
And I have heard, Ajiollodorus carried — 

Eno. No more of that : — He did so. 

Pom. What, I pray yout 

Eiw. A certain queen to Caesar in a mattress. 

Pom. I know thee now : How far'st thou, soldier f 

Em. Well; 

And well am like to do ; for I perceive 
Four feasts are toward. 

Pom. Let me shake thy hand ', 

I never hated thee : I have seen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. Sir, 

I never lov'd you much ; but I have praised you. 
When you have well deserved ten times as much 
As I have said you did. 



Digitized by VjUU^IC 



ScE^ut VI.] ANTONY AND CU.EQFATRA. 3?! 

Pom, Enjoy thy plainness, 

I It nothing ill becomes thee. — 

Alx)ard my galley I invite you all : 
' Will you lead, lords ? 

C<BS.^ Ant, Lep, Show us the way, sir. 

Pom, Come. [Exeunt Poai., Cjb8., Ant., Lbp., 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 

Men, Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er have made 
this treaty. — [Aside.] — You and I have known, sir. 

Eno. At sea, I think. 

Men, We have, sir. 

JSno, You have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno, I will praise any man that will praise me; 
though it cannot be denied what I have done by land. 

Men, Nor what I have done by water. 
. JEiiO, Yes, something you can deny for your own 
safety : you have been a great tliief by sea. 

Men, And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny my land service. But give me 
y^iur- band, Menas : If our eyes had authority, here they 
might take two thieves kissing. 

Men, All men's faces are true, whatsoe'er their 
hands are. 

Eno, But there is never a fair woman has a true face. 

Men. No slander ; tliey steal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Jifen. For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a 
drinking. Pompey doth tliis day laugh away his 
fortune. 

Eno. If he do, sure he cannot weep it back again. 

Men. You have said, sir. We looked not for Mark 
Antony here. Pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Eno. Caesar's sister is call'd Octavia. 

Men. True, sir ; she was the wife of Calus Marcellus* 
Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus Antonius. 

Men. Pray you, sir? 

VOL. X. R 
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Eno, *T is true. 

Men. Then is Caesar and he far ever knit together. 

Eno, If I were bound to divine of this unitj^ I would 
not prophesy so. 

Men, I think the policy of that purpose made more 
in the marriage than the love of the parties. 

£110. I think so too. But you shall find the band 
that seems to tie their friendship together will be the 
very strangler of their amity: Octavia is of a holy, 
cold, and still conversation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife sof 

Eno. Not he^ that himself is not so ; which is ICaik 
Antony. He will to bis Egyptian dish again : then 
shall the sighs of Octavia blow the fire up in Caesar ; 
and, as I said before, that which is the strength ot their 
amity shall prove the immediate author of their vari- 
ance. Antony will use his affection where it is ; he 
married but his occasion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you 
aboard f I have a health for you. 

Eno. I shall take it^ sir : we have used our throats 
in Kgypt. 

Men. Come ; let ^s away [JScswtt 

SCENE Vn.— On board Pompey'« GaUey, lying 
near Misenum. 

Mime. Enter T%do or Three Servants, toith a banguet. 

I Serv. Here they ^11 be, man : Some o* their plsnti 
are ill-rooted already, the least wind V the world will 
blow them down. 

a Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured* 

1 Serv. They have made him drink alms-driiJ[. 

2 Serv. A» they pinch one another by the disposi- 
tion, he cries out " no more ;" reconciles them to his 
entreaty, and himself to the drink. 
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1 Serv. Bat it raises the greater war between him 
and his discretion. 

2 Serv, Why this it is to hare a name in great men^s 
fellowship : I had as lief have a reed that will do me 
no service, as a partizan I could not heave. 

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not to 
be seen to move in \ are the holes where eyes should 
be, which pitifully disaster the cheeks. 

A senet sounded. Enter GiEsui, Antony, Pompby, 

LbFIBUS, AqBIPFA, MsOiBNAS, KnOBARBUB, MlNAS, 

vfith other captains. 

Ant. Thus do they, sir : [To Giss.] They take the 
flow o' the Nile 
By certain scales i' the pyramid ; they know, 
By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth 
Or foison follow : The higher Nilus swells, 
The more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain, 
And shortly comes to harvest 

lAp. You have stiange serpents there. 

Ant, Ay, liepidus. 

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of your sun : so is your crocodile. 

Ant, They are so. 

Pom. Sit, — and some wine.—- A health to Lepidus. 

Lep. I am not so well as I should be, but 1 11 ne'er out 

Eno. Not till you have slept ; I fear me you 11 be 
ui till then. 

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemies* 
pyramises are very goodly things ; without contradic- 
tion, I have heard that. 

Men. Pompey, a word. [Aside, 

Pom, " Say in mine ear : what is 't f 

Men. Forsake thy seat^ I do beseech thee, captain, 

[Aside, 
And hear me speak a word. 
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Pom, Foibear me till anon, — 

This wine for Lepidus. 

Lep. What maimer o' thing is your cxocodile ? 
Ant, It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is as broad 
as it hath breadth : it is just so high as it is, and moves 
with its own organs : it lives by that which nouiishetb 
it : and the elements once out of it, it transmigrates. 
Lep. What colour is it of? 
Ant Of its o^vn colour too. 
Lep. ^T is a strange serpent. 
A7it. *T is so. And the tears of it are weU 
Cees, Will this description satisfy him 1 
Ant. With the health tliat Pompey gives himj elsi 
he is a very epicure. 

2^om. [To Men. aside.'] Go hang, sir, hang! Tell 
me of tliat ? away ! 
Bo as I bid you. — Where 's tliis cup I call'd for? 
JiJen. If for the sake of merit thou wilt hear me» 
Rise Irom thy stool. [Asidt> 

■Pom. I think diou 'rt mad. The matter ? 

[^Riaes, aiid walks aside. 
•*fe». I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes. 
-t om. Thou hast serv'd me with much faith. What 's 
n^ • 1, ^Isetosay? 
-"«jol]y, lords. 

Keep off thoT« T^^ quicksands, Lepidus, 
-^en. Wilt thou be lord of all the world? 
Mcfi ' \\';u *i . What say'st thou? 

y lit thou be lord of the whole world? Tliat '» 

Mali: ^°^ should that be? 
A;^.? thouirh fk^ ., . But entertain it, 

^otn. ^^ *^1 tlie world. 

^^^' ^o, Pomi T Hast thou drunk well? 
V^yy I have kept me from the cup 
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Thou art, if tliou dar'st be, the earthly Jove : • 

Wbate'er the ocean pales, or sky inclips, 
Is thine, if thou wilt have 't. 

Pom, Show me wliich way. 

Men, These three world-sharers, these competitors, 
Are in thy vessel : Let me cut the cable ; 
And, when we are put off, fall to their throats : 
All there is thine. 

Pom, Ah, this thou shouldst have done, 

And not have spoke on *t ! In me, 't is villainy ; 
In thee, it had been good service. Thou must know, 
T is not my profit that does lead mine honour ; 
Mine honour, it. Repent, that e'er thy tongue 
Hath so betray'd thine act : Being done unknown, 
I should have found it afterwards well done ; 
But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 

Men, For this, [Aside, 

1 11 never follow thy palVd fortunes more. — 
Who seeks, and will not take, when once *t is offer'd, 
Shall never find it more. 

Pom. This health to Lepidus. 

Ant. Bear him ashore. — I '11 pledge it for him, Pompey. 

Eno. Here 's to thee, Menas. ^ 

Men, Enobarbus, welcome. 

Pom. Fill an the cup be hid. 

Eno, There *s a strong fellow, Menas. [Pointing to 
the Attendant who carries off Lbpidus. 

Men. Why? 

Eno. A bears the third part of tlie world, man : 
Seestnot? 

Meti. The third part then is dnnik : 'Would it were 
all, that it might go on wheels ! 

Eno. Drink thou ; increase the reels. 

Men, Come, 

Pom. Tliis is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 

Ant. It ripens towards it. — Strike the vessels, ho ! 
Here is to Caesar. 



d by Google 



876 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. [ActIL 

• Caa. I could well forbear it. 

It *8 monstrous labour when I wash my brain 
And it grows fouler. 

Ant* Be a child o' tbe time. 

Cwt, Possess it, I '11 make answer : 
But I bad rather fast from all four days. 
Than drink so much in one. 

Eno. Ha, my brave emperor! [To Amt. 

Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanal^ 
And celebrate our drink ? 

Pom, Let *8 ha 't^ good soldier. 

Ant, Come, let us all take hands ; 
Till that the conquering wine bath steep'd our sense 
In soft and delicate Iietbe. 

Eno, All take hands. — 

Make battery to our ears with the loud music :— 
The while, I '11 place you. Then the boy shall sing ; 
The holding* every man shall bear, as loud 
As his strung sides can volley. [Music playt* £no. 
places them hand m Aoncf. 

SONG. 
Gome, thou monarch of the vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus, with pink eyno : 
In thy vats our cares be drown'd ; 
With tl^y grapes our hairs be crown'd j 
Cup us, till the world go roand ; 
Cup us, till the world go round I 

C(Ba, What would you more ? — Pompey, good night 
Good brother. 
Let me request you off: our graver business 
Frowns at this levity. — Gentle lords, let 's part ; 
Yoti see we have burnt our cheeks : strong Enobarbe 
Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it speaks : the wild disguise hath almost 
Antick'd us all . What needs more words? Good night— 
Gt)od Antony, your hand. 

■ ffo/rfta^— the burden of the song. 
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Pom. Ill try you o' the shore. 

Ant And shall, sir; give 's your hand. 
Pom, O, Antony, you have my fathe^house, — 
But what 9 we are friends : Gome, down into the boat. 
£no. Take heed you fall not — Menas, 1 11 not on 
shore. [Exetmt Pom., Cms., Ant., 

and Attendants. 
Men. No, to my cabin. — 
These drums ! — these trumpets, flutes ! what ! — 
Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 
To these great fellows : sound, and be hang'd, sound 
out ! [A flourish of trumpeta^ with drums. 
Eno. Ho^ says a I — There *s my cap. 
Men. Ho ! — noble captain ! Come. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— .4 Plaiti in Syria. 

Enter Vkntidxus, cu it were in triumph , with Siuua, 
and other Romans, Officers, and Soldiexs ; the dead \ 
body of Pacorus borne before him, \ 

Ven. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck ; and | 
now 
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crassus* death ' 

Make me revenger. — Bear the king's son's body 
Before our army : Thy Pacorus, Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Grassus. 

Si7. Noble Ventidiui, I 

Whilst yet ^rith Parthian blood thy sword is warm, | 
T}ie fugitive Parthians follow ; spur through Media, 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither i 

The routed fly : so thy grand captain Antony , , 

Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and ' , 

Put garlands on thy head. ' 

Ven, O Silius, Silius, 

I have done enough : A lower place, note well, 
May make too great an act : For learn this, Silius, , 

Better to leave undone, than by our deed ; j 

Acquire too high a fame, when him we serve *8 away* ' i 
Caesar, and Antony, have ever won I 

More in their officer than person : Sossius, | 

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, J 

For quick accumulation of renown, j 

Which he achieved by the minute, lost his favour. I 

Who does i' the wars more than his captain can 
Becomes his captain's captain : and ambition, 
The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of Ioas, 
Than gain, which darkens him. 
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I could do more to do ADtonius good. 

But 't would ofiend him ; and in his offence 

Should my performance perish. 

Sil. Thou hast, Ventidius, tliat, 

Without the which a soldier, and his sword, 
Grants scarce d istin ction. Thou w ilt write to Anton y 1 

Ven. I '11 humbly signify what in his name, 
That magical word of war, we have effected ; 
How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks. 
The ne'er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out d' the field. 

Sil. Wliere is he now ? 

Ven. He purposeth to Athens : whither with what 
haste 
The weight we must convey with us will permit, 
We shall appear before him. — On, there j pass along. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — ^Rome. An Ante-Chamber in Cssar « 
Hoiise. 

Enter Aqkippa, and Enobarbus, meeting. 

Agr. What, are the brothers parted '? 

Envo. They have despatched with Pompey, he is gone; 
Tlie other three are sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome ; Csesar is sad ; and Lepidus, 
Since Pompey's feast, as Menas says, is troubled 
With the green sickness. 

Agr. 'T is a noble Lepidus. 

Eno. A very fine one ; O, how he loves Caesar ! 

Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony ! 

Eno. Caesar f Why, lie 's the Jupiter of men. 

Agr. What 's Antony? The god of Jupiter. 

Eno. Spake you of Caesax % How % the nonpareil I 

Agr. O Antony I O thou Arabian bird ! 

Ena, Would you prai«e Caesar, say, — Caesar; — go 
no further. 
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Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with excellent 



Eno, But he loves Goiar beit:— -Yet he lord 
Antony: 
Ho! hearts, tons^es, figrures, fcribee, bavds, poets, cannot 
Think, speak, cast, write;, sing, number, ho^ his lore 
To Antony. But as for Ciesar, 
Kneel down» kneel down, and wonder. 

Agr, Both he loves. 

Eno, They are his shard^ and he their beetle. So^-- 

\Trwmpi^ 
This is to horse — ^Adieu, noble Agrippa. 

Agr, Gk>od fortune, worthy soldier ; and ftrewell. 

Enter Gasar, Antony, L^pidus, and Octavia. 

Anit, No further, sir. 

Ctes, You take from me a great part of myself; 
Use me well in it. — Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my farthest band 
Shall pass on thy approof. — Most noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of virtue which is set 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love, 
To keep it builded, be the ram to batter 
The fortress of it : for better might we 
Have loved without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherished. 

Ant, Make me not offended 

In your distrust. 

Ccea, I have said. 

AnJt, You shall not find. 

Though you be therein curious, the least cause 
For what you seem to fear : So, the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Bomans serve your ends ! . 
We will here pan. 

Cces. FareweU, my dearest sister, £»re thee well. 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee welL 
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OctA, My noble brodier !-<• 

Ant. The AprU • in her eyes : It is lovers spring, 
And these the showers to bring it on. — Be cheerful. 

Octa, Sir, look well to my hnsband^s house ; and — 

Gift. What, 

Octavia I 

Octa. 1 11 tell you in your ear. 

Ant, Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her toague : the swan's down feather. 
That stands upon the swell at the full of tide^ 
And neither way inclines. 

Eno. Will Caesar weepf [Aside to Aorippa. 

Affr. He has a cloud in *8 face. 

Eno, He were the worse for that, were he a bone ; 
So is he, being a man.* 

Agr. Why, Enobarbus f 

When Antony found Julius Caesar dead. 
He cried almost to roaring : and he wept^ 
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain. 

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with a 
rheum ; 
What willingly he did confound^ he wail'd : 
Believe % till I weep too. 

Cas, No, sweet Octavia, 

You shall hear from me still ; the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

Ant, Come, sir, come ; 

I '11 wrestle with you in my strength of love : 
Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go. 
And give you to the gods. 

C€U. Adieu; be happy! 

Zjqt. Let all the number of the stars give light 
To thy fairway! 

* Steevens says that " a horse is said to have a cloud in Ins 
face when he has a black or dark-coloured spot in his forehead 
between his eyes." 

b Cwi/^Mfii— destroy. 
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(7<79. Farewell, farewell ! {^Kisses Octavxa. 

Ant. Farewell! 

[Trumpets tound, Exetmi. 

SCENE III.— Alexandria. A Room in the Paioce. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Albxas. 

Cleo. Where is the fellow ? 

Alex. Half afeard to come. 

Cleo. Gro to, go to : — Come hither, sir. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alex. Good majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 
But when you are well pleas'd. 

Cleo. That Herod^s head 

I '11 have : But how ? when Antony is gone 
Through whom I might command it. — Come thou near. 

Mess. Most gracious majesty, — 

Cleo. Didst thou behold 

Octavia ? 

Mess. Ay, dread queen. 

Cleo. Where? 

Mess. Madam, in Rome 

1 look VI her in the face ; and saw her led 
Between her brotlier and Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is she as tall as me % 

Mess. She is not, madam, 

Cleo. Didst hear her speak % Is she shiiU-tongu'd, 
or low ? 

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; she is low-voiced. 

Cleo. That 's not so good :• — he cannot lik« her long. 

Char, Like her f O Isis ! 't is impossible. 

Cleo. I think so, Charmian : Dull of tongue, an4 
dwarfish ! — 
^Vhat majesty is in her gait? Remember, 
If e'er thou lookVlst on majesty. 
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Mas. She creeijs : 

Her motion and her station* ore ns one : 
She shows a body rather than a life ; 
A statue, than a breather. 

Oleo. Is this certain ? 

Mesa, Or I have no observance. 

CTiar. Tliree in Egyjit 

Cannot make better note. 

Cleo. ^ He 's very knowing, 

I do perceive 't : — There *8 nothing in her yet : — 
The fellow has good judgment. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo. Guess at her years, I prithee. 

Mess. Madam, 

She was a widow. 

Cleo. Widow? — Charmian, hark. 

Mess. And I do think she 's tlurty. 

Cleo. Bear'st thou her face in mind ? is 't long, or 
round? 

Mess. Round even to faultiness. 

Cleo. For the most part too, they are foolish tliat are 
so. 
Her hair, what colour? 

Mess. Brown, madam : And her forehead 
As low as she would wish it. 

Cleo, Tliere *s gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill : — 
I will employ thee back again ; I find thee 
Most fit for business : Go, make thee ready ; 
Our letters are prepared. [Exit Messenger. 

Chitr. A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed, he is so : I repent me much 
That so I harried »» him. Why, methinks, by him, 
Thi« creature 's no such thing. 

* Station ia the act of standing, as motum is the act of moTios* 
b Harried. To harry is to vex, to torment, to annoy ; the 
same as harass. 
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Char. Nothing, madam. 

Cleo, The man hath leen some majesty, and should 
know. 

Char, Hath' he seen majesty f Isis else defend, 
And serving yon so long ! 

CUo, I have one thing more to ask him yet, good 
Charm ian: 
But 't is no matter; thou shalt bring him to me 
Where I will write : All may be well enough. 

Char* I wanant yo% madam. [Bxeuni. 

SCENE IV.— >Athen8. A Room tn Antony's Bcwss. 
Enter Antony and Octavia. 

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that, — 
That were excusable, that, and thousands votxe 
Of semblable import, — ^but he hath wag*d 
New wars 'gainst Pompey ; made his will, and read it 
To public ear : 

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented them ; most narrow measure lent me, 
When the best hint was given him : he not looked. 
Or did it from his teeth.* 

Octa, my good lord, 

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady. 
If this division chance, ne'er stood between. 
Praying for both parts : 
The good gods wul mock me presently, 
When I shall pray, « O, bless my lord and husband ! '^ 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
" O, bless my brother ! '* Husband win, win brother, 

* H« hdlkod not upon the people m one who ie nddieeriif 
them with sinoerity— he tpoke from hU teeth, and not wilh ths 
full utterance of the heart. 
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Prays, and destroyi the pnyer ; no midway 
'Tvrixt these extremes at all. 

Ant, Gentle Octayia, 

Let your best love draw to that point which seeks 
Best to preserve it : If I lose mine honour, 
I lose myself: better I were not yours, 
Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested, 
Yourself shall go between us : Tlie mean time, lady, 
1 11 raise the preparation of a war 
Shall stain your brother : Make your soonest haste : 
So your desires are yours. 

Octa. Thanks to my lord. 

The Jove of power make me most weak, most weak, 
Your reconciler ! Wars 'twirt you twain would be ; 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men 
Should solder up the rift 

Ant, When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults 
Can never be so equal, that your love 
Can equally move witii them. Provide your going ; 
Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to. [Eareftnt 

SCENE V. — The same. Another Room in the tame. 
Enter Enobarbus and Eros, meeting, 

Eno, How now, friend Eros % 

Eros. There 's strange newi come, sir. 

Eno, What, man ? 

Eros, CiBsar and Lepidus have made wars upon 
Pompey. 

Eno, Tliis is old : What is the success f 

Eros. Caesar, having made use of him in the wars 
Against Pompey, presently denied him rivality ; would 
not let him })artake in the glory of the action : and not 
resting here, accuses him of letters he had formerly 
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wrote to Pompey; upon his own appeal, seizes him: 
So tlie poor third is up, till deatli enlarge his confine. 

Eno. Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no 
more; 
And throw between them all the food thou hast, 
They U grind the one the other. Where 's Antony? 

£ro8. He 's walking in the garden — thus ; and 
spurns 
The rush that lies before him ; cries, " Fool, Lepidus !" 
And threats tlie throat of that liis officer, 
Tliat murder'd Pompey. 

Eno. Our great navy ^s rigged. 

Eros. For Italy, and Caesar. More, Domitiiis ; 
My lord desires you presently : my news 
I might have told hereafter. 

Efto. 'T will be nought : 

But let it be, — firing me to Antony. 

Eros, Come, sir. \^Exewit 

SCENE VI.—Rome. A Room in Csesar'tf House. 
Enter C^sar, Agrijppa, ajid MjECiEKAS. 

Cas. Contemning Rome, he has done all this : And 
more; 
In Alexandria — here *s the manner of it, — 
I' the market-place^ on a tribunal silvered, 
Cleopatra and hiihself in chairs of gold 
>Vere publicly enthron'd : at the feet, sat 
Cajsarion^ whom they call my father's son ; 
And all die unlawful issue, that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the Establishment of Egypt ; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 
Absolute queen. 

Mec, This in the public eye? 

Ctta, V tiie common show-place, where they exor- 
cise. 
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His sons he there proclaimed. The kings of kings : 

Great Media, Partlua, and Armenia, 

He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he anign'd 

Syria, Cilicia, and Phcenicia : She 

In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 

That day appeared ; and oft before gave audience, 

As 't is reported, so. 

Mec. Let Rome be thus informed. 

Agr, Who, queasy with his insolence already, 
Will their good thoughts call from him. 

Cces. The people know it ; and have now received 
His accusations. 

Affr. Whom does he accuse I 

CiBS. Caesar : and that, having in Sicily 
Sextos Pompeius spoil'd, we had not rated him 
His part o' the isle : then does he say, he lent me 
Some shipping unrestor'd : lastly, he frets, 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be depos'd ; and, beiug, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, tliis should be answer'd. 

Cas. T is done already, and the messenger gone. 
I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
That he his high authority abus'd, 
And did deserve his change ; for what I have conquered, 
I grant him part; but then, in his Armenia, ' 
And other of his conquered kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mec, He *11 never yield to that 

Ctes, Nor must not then be yielded to in this. 

Enter Octavia, 

Octa, Hail, Caesar, and my lord! hail, most dear 

Caesar ! 
C€M. That ever I should call thee, cast-away ! 
Octa, You have not called me so, nor have you 

cause. 

VOL. X. fl 
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Cat, Why hav« y<m stolen vega^ ui 1km% Yoa 

' come not 
Like Geaar^g sister : The wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of hoise to tdl of her appioacfa, 
Long ere she did appear ; the trees by the way 
Should have borne men ; and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not : nay, the dust 
Should have asoended to the roof of h^ven 
Rais'd by your populous troops : But you are come 
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented 
The ostentation of our love, which, left unshown 
Is often left unlov'd : we should have met you 
By sea and land; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Octa, Good my l(Hrd, 

To come thus was I not coostrain'd, but did it 
On my free-wilL My lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepared for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal : whereon, I begg'd 
His pardon for return. 

C«s. Which soon he granted, 

Being an abstract Hween his lust and him. I 

Octa. Do not say so, my lord. 

C<S8. I have eyes upon him, 

And his affairs come to me on the vrind. 
Where is he now? 

Octa. My lord, in Athens. 

CiBS, No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empiie 
Up to a whore ; who now are levying 
The kings o* the earth for war : He hath assembled 
Bocchus, the king of Libya; Archelaus, 
Of Gappadocia ; Philadelphos, king 
Of Paphlagonia; the Thracian king, Adallas: 
King Malchus of Arabia ; king of Pont ; 
Heroi of Jewry ; Mithridates, king 
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Of ComfigeBe; Polemon and Amintai^ 
The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, 
With a more hunger list of iceptres. 

Octa. Ah me, most wretched^ 

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 
That do afflict each other ! 

C^8, Welcome hither : 

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ! 
Till we perceived, both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart : 
Be you not trouUed with the time, which drirca 
O'er your content these strong necessities ; 
But let determined things to destiny 
Hold unbewaiVd their way. Welcome to Rome : 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high god«^ 
To do you justice, make their ministers 
Of us, and those tiiat love you. Best of comfort ; 
And ever welcome to us. 

Agr. Welcomes lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear madam. 
Each heart.in Rome does love and pity you. 
Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 
And gives his potent regiment* to a trull, 
That noise* it against us. 

Octa. Is it so, sir? 

C^s. Most certain. Sister, welcome : Pray you, 
Be ever known to patience : My dearest sister ! \Exetmt, 

SCENE VII. — ^Antony** Camp, inear to the Proman' 
tory q^Actium. 

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus. 

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 
Mno» But, why, why, why % 

a 12<9tiii«»C— government, authority. 
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Cleo, Thou ha«t fonpoke* my being in these wan; 
And say^st, it is not fit 

JEno, Well, is it^ is it? 

Cleo. If not denounced against us, why should not we 
Be there in persoa ? 

Eno, [Aside.] Well, I could reply : — 
If we should serve witli horse and mares together, 
The horse were merely ^ lost ; tlie mares would bear 
A soldier, and his horse. 

Cleo. What is 't you say ? 

Eno. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony ; 
Take from his oeart, take from his brain, from his time, 
What should not then be spared. He is already 
Traduced for levity ; and 't is said in Borne, 
That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage tliis war. 

Cleo. Sink Rome ; and their tong;ues rot, 

That speak against us ! A charge we bear i' the war. 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it; 
I will not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, I have done : 

Here comes the emperor. 

Enter Amtomy and Ganidius. 

Ant. Is it not strange, Canidias, 

That from Tarentum, and Brundusium, 
He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea, 
And take in® Toryne? — You have heard on*t, sweet f 

Cleo. Celerity is never more admir'd 
Than by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke, 

Which might have well becom'd the best of men. 
To taunt at slackness. — Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea. 

• .Porspofttf— spoken against. b Mereit/^-enHnAf* 

^ Take in — gain by conquest. 
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Cleo. By sea! What else? 

Can, Why will my lord do so? 

Ant. For that he dares us to 't. 

Eno. So hath my lord dar*d him to single fight. 

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalia, 
Where Caesar fought with Pompey : But these offers, 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off; 
And so should you. 

Eno. Your ships are not well mann\l : 

Your mariners are muliters, reapers, people 
Ingross'd by swift impress : in Csesar^s neet 
Are those that often have 'gainst Pompey fought : 
Their ships are yare : yours, heavy. No disgrace 
Shall fall you for refusing him at sea, 
Being prepared for land. 

Ant. By sea, by sea. 

Eno. Most worthy sir, you therein throw away 
The absolute soldiership you have by land ; 
Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mark'd footmen ; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego 
The way which promises assurance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard, 
From firm security. 

Ant. 1 11 fight at sea. 

Cleo. I have sixty sails, Csesar none better. 

Ant. Our overplus of sliipping will we burn ; 
And, with the rest fuU-mann'd, from the head of 

Actium 
Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fail, 

Enter a Messenger. 

We then can do 't at land. — ^Thy business? 

Mess. The news is true, my lord ; he is descried ; 
Caesar has taken Toryne. 

AtU, Can he be there in person ? 't is impossible ; 
Strange that his power should be. — Canidius, 
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Our nineteen legions tbon shalt hold by land, 
And our twelve thousand horse t — We '11 to our ihip^ 

Enter a Soldier. 

Away, toy Thetis ! — How now, worthy Soldier ? 

Sold, O noble emperor, do not fight by sea $ 
Trust not to rotten planlu : Do you misdoubt 
Tills sword, and these my wounds 1 Let the Effyptiaiis 
And the Phosnicians gO a duckiiig } we 
Have used to conquer, standing on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant Well, *rell, away. 

[Exeunt Amtont, ClbopatrI, and 
Enobarbus. 

Sold. By Hercules, I think, I am i* the right 

Can, Soldier, thou art ] but his whole action grows 
Not in tlie power on 't : So our leader 's led^ 
Aiid we are women's men. 

Sold. Ifou keep by land 

The legions and the horse whole, do you not? 

Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, 
Publicola, and Cselius, are for sea : 
But we keep whole by land. This speed of Gosar's 
Carries beyond belief. 

Sold, While he was yet in Rom^ 

His power went out ill such distractions,* 
As beguil'd all spies. 

Can, Who 's his lieutenant, httf you f 

Sold, They say, one Taurus. 

Cati, Well, I knoir the mm. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mese. The emperor caIIs Canidius. 
Can, With news the time 's with labour s and throes 
forth. 
Each minute, some. [EHimt* 

* i>tfA-ad«oRffi-detachmeii(s. 
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SCENE VIII.— ^ Plain near Actium. 

Enter Cjisar, Taurus, Officers, and others. 

CtB8, Taunu, — 

Taur. My lord. 

CcBs. Strike not by land ; keep whole ; 

Provoke not battle, till we hare done at aea. 
Do not exceed the prescript of this tcioll : 
Our fortune lies npon this jump. [Exeunt, 

Enter Antont and Emobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our squadrons oa y<m side o^ the hill, 
Id eye of Csesar^s ba^ : from which place 
We may the number of the ships behold. 
And so proceed accordingly^ [Exeunt. 

Enter Canidius, marching with hie land Army one 
way over the stage ; and Taurus, the Lieutenant of 
CiBSAR, the other way. After their going in, is 
heard the noise of a seorjight. 

Alarum. Re'enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Naught, naughty all naught ! I can behold no 
longer : 
The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral, 
With all their sixty, fly, and turn the rudder : 
To see \ mine eyes are blasted. 

Enter Scarus. 

Scar. Gods, and goddesses^ 

All the whole synod of them ! 

Eno. What 's thy passion ? 

Scar. The greater cantle* of the world is lost 
With very ignorance ; we have kissed away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Eno, How appears the fight f 

* Cantle— n. ^TtMUt 
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Sear, On oar nde like the tokened pestQence,* 
Where death is sure. Yon' ribald-rid nag of Egypt, 
Whom leprosy overtake! i* the midst o' the figlit, — 
When vantage like a pair of twins appeared, 
Both as the same, or rather ours the elder, 
The brize^ upon her, like a cow in June, 
Hoists sails, and flies. 

Eno, That I beheld : 
Mme eyes did sicken at the sight, and could not 
Endure a farther view. 

Scar. She once being loof d. 

The noble ruin of her magic, Antony, 
Claps on his sea-wing, and like a doting mallard, 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her : 
I never saw an action of such shame; 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
Did violate so itself. 

Eno, Alack, alack ! 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath. 
And sinks most lamentably. Had our general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well : 
O, he has given example for our flight, 
IMost grossly, by his own. 

Eno, Ay, are you thereabouts? Why then, good 
night, indeed. - [Atide. 

Can, Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. 

Scar. 'T is easy to 't ; 
And there I will attend what further comes. 

Ca9i. To Caesar will I render 
My legions, and my horse ; six kings already 
Show me the way of yielding. 

Eno. I Ul yet follow 

* Tokened pestilence— the pestilence which is mortal, when 
thtiM spots appear on the skin which are called God's tokens, 
b The brize — the gad-fly. 
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The wounded chance of Antony, though my teataa 
Sits in the wind against me. [ExewvL 

SCENE IX.— Alexandria.— ^ Eoom in the Palae*. 
Enter Antony and Attendants. 

Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon 't, 
It is asham'd to bear me ! — Friends, come hitlier, 
I am so lated in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for ever : — I have a ship 
Laden with gold ; take that, divide it ; fly, 
And make your peace with Caesar. 

Att, Fly! not we. 

Ant. 1 have fled m^^self ; and have instructed cowards 
To run, and show their shoulders. — Friends, be gone ; 
I have myself resolv'd upon a course, 
Which has no need of you ; be gone : 
My treasure 's in the haibour, take it. — O, 
I followed that I blush to look upon : 
My very hairs do mutiny, for the white 
Reprove Uie brown for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting. — Friends, be gone ; you shall 
Have letters from me to some friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not sad. 
Nor make replies of loathness : take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left 
Which leaves itself: to the sea-side straightway : 
I will possess you of that ship and treasure. 
Leave me, I pray, a little : pray you now :— 
Nay, do so ; for, indeed, I have lost command. 
Therefore I pray yo\i : — ^I '11 see you by and by. 

ISiia down. 

Enter Eros and Clbopatra, led by Charmian and 
Iras. 

Ero8, Nay, gentle madam, to him } — Comfort him. 
Iras. Do, most dear queen. 
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Char. Do! why, what dse? 

Cleo. Let me sit down. O Jtino ! 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, girl 

Ant. O fie, fie, fie! 

Char. Madam, — 

Iras. Madam ; O good taipre« \~^ 

Eros, Sir, sif,— 

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes : — He^ at Philippi, k«|>t 
His sword even like a dancer;* while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Gaasius ; and 't was 1 
That the mad Brutus ended : he aleoe 
Dealt on lieotenantry,^ and no practice had 
In the brave squares of war : Tet now — No matter. 

Cleo. Ah, stand by. 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras. Go to nim, madam^ speak to him ; 
He is unqualitied with very shame. 

Cleo. Well then,—-Sustain me:-^0 ! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise; the queen approocbes; 
Her head *B declinM, and death will seiie her ; but 
Your comfort makes the reseue« 

Ant. I have offended reputation ; 
A most nnnoble Swerving. 

j^ros. Sir, ihn queen. 

Ant. O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt? Se*, 
How I convey my shazne otit of thine eyea 
By looking back on what I have left bdiind 
'Stroy'd in dishonour. 

Cleo. O my lord, my lord ! 

Forgive toy fearful sails ; I little thought 
You would have followed. 

■ A pasaage in 'All 's Wdl «1i«t BaAi Weir nplaiostUs 

allusion ^— ' 

** Till honour be bought up, and no sward won^ 
Bitt me to dance wiih.'* 
b Made war by lieutenants. 
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• 

Ant. SSTP^ ^^^ knew'st too well 

My heart was to thy rudder tiei by the strings, 
And thou shouldst tow me after : O'er my spirit 
Thy full supremacy thou knew'st ; and that 
Thy beck mijj^ht from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. Of my pardoti. 

Ant. Now I must 

To the young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who 
With half the bulk o* the world play'd as I pleasM,- 
Making and marring fortuned. You did know 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affectioB, would 
Obey it on all cause. 

Cleo. Pardon, pardon. 

Ant, Fall not A tear, I say ; one of them rates 
All that is won and lost : Give me a kiss : 
Even this repays me. — We sent our schoolmaster. 
Is he come baekf — Love^ I am full of lead : — 
Some wine, within there^ and our viands: — Fortune 

knows 
We scorn her most when most she oSea blows. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE X.— Cfflsar's Camp, in Egypt. ' 
Enter Gjesar, Dolabella, Thtbeus, and other*. 
Ctes. Let him appear that 's come from Antony. — 

Know you him ? 
Dot. Caesar, 't is his schoolmaster : 

An argument that he is plucVd, when hither 

He sends so poor a pinion of his wing. 

Which had superfluous kings for messenger^ 

Not many moons gone by. 

Enter Euphronius. 
CcBs. Approach, and speak. 
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JBup. Sacli as I am, I come from Antony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends. 
As is the mom-dew on the myrtle-leaf 
To his grand sea. 

Cces, Be it so : Declare thine office. 

JEup. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt : which not granted. 
He lessens his requests ; and to thee sues 
To let him breathe between the heayens and earth, 
A private man in Athens : This for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness ; 
Submits her to thy might ; and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy grace. 

Cas. For Antony, 

I have no ears to his request. The queen 
Of audience, nor desire, shall fail ; so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend. 
Or take his life there : This if she perform. 
She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Eup, Fortune pursue thee ! 

Cas. Bring him through the bands. 

[Exit EUPHROMIUS. 

To try thy eloquence, now *t is time : Despatch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra ; promise, 

J' To Thyebus. 
d mor^ 
From thine invention, offers : women are not 
In their best fortunes strong ; but want will perjure 
The ne'er-touch 'd vestal : Try thy cunning, Tbyieiis, 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law. 

7%yr. Gsesar, I go. 

Cas, Observe how Antony becomes his flaw ; 
And what thou think'st his very action speaks 
In every yovrer that moves. 

Thyr. CsEsar, I shall. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE XI.— Alexandria. A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and 
Iras. 

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus 1 

Eno* ^ Think, and die. 

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his reason. What although you fled 
From that great face of war, whose several ranges 
Frighted each other ? why should he follow ¥ 
The itch of his affection should not then 
Have nick'd his captainship ; at such a point, 
When half to half the world opposed, he being 
The mered* question : 'T was a shame no less 
Than was his loss, to course your flying flags. 
And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. Prithee, peace. 

Enier ANTomr, toith Euprronius. 

Ant, Is that his answer f 

Eup. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen shall then have courtesy, so she will 
yield 
Us up. 

Eup. He says so. 

Ant. Let her know it. — 

To the boy Cssar send this grizzled head. 
And he will fill thy wishes to the brim 
With principalities. 

Cleo. Thathead, my lord? 

Ant. To him again : Tell him, he wears the rose 
Of youth upon him ; from which the world should note 
Something particular : his coins, ships, legions. 
May be a coward's ; whose ministers would prevail 

* Mered. Merv is a boundary ; and to latere is to mark, to 
limit. 
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Under the service of a child, as soon 

As i* the command of Caesar : I dare him therefore 

To lay his gay comparisons apart, 

And answer me declinM,' sword against sword, 

Ourselves alone : 1 11 write it ; follow me. 

[Exeunt Ant. and Ecp, 
Eno, Yes, like enough, high-battled Caesar will 
Unstate his happiness, and be stag'd to the show, 
Against a sworder. — I see, men's judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them, 
To suffer all alike. That he should dream. 
Knowing all measures, the full Caesar will 
Answer his emptiness ! — Caesar, thou hast subdued 
His judgment too. 

Enter an Attendant 
Att. A messenger from Caesar. 

Cleo, Yniat,no more ceremony? — See^ my womenI-< 
Against the blown rose may they stop their nose, 
That kneeVd unto the buds. — Admit him, sir, 

Eno. Mine honesty and I begin to square. [Aside, 
The loyalty, well held to fools, does make 
Our faith mere folly : — ^Yet he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord. 
Does conquer him that did his master conquer, 
And earns a place T the story. 

Enter Thvrbus. 
Cleo. Caesar's will ? 

Thyr. Hear it apart 
Cleo. None but friends ; say boldly. 
Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 
Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Caesar has ; 

* Johnson explains the passage thus : " I require of Castf 
not to depend on that superiority which the comparison of our 
difTerent fortunes may exhibit to him, but to answer me man to 
man, in this decline of my age or power." 
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Or needs not us. U Caesar please, our master 
Will leap to be bis friend : For us, you know. 
Whose he is, we axe; and that is .Caesax's. 

Thyr. So.— 

Thus then, thou most renowned : Caesar entreats^ 
Not to consider in what case thou stand's!^ 
Further than he is Caesar. 

Cleo. Qo on : Right royal. 

Thyr. He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 

Cleo. O! 

Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pity, as constramed blemishes, 
Not as deserved. 

Cleo. He is a god, and knows 

What is most right : Mine honour was not yielded. 
But conquered n^erely. 

Eno. To be sure of that, [Aside. 

I will ask Antony. — Sir, sir, thou art so leaky, 
That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 
Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit Eno. 

Thyr. Shall I say to Caesar 

What you require of him ? for he partly begs 
To be desired to give. It much would please him, 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits. 
To hear from me you had left Antony, 
And put yourself under his shroud. 
The universal landlord. 

Cleo. What ^s your name i 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo. Most kind messenger, 

Say to great Caesar this, In disputation 
I kiss his conquering hand : teU him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at *s feet, and there to kneel : 
Tell him, from his all-obeying breath 1 hear 
The doom of Egypt. 
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Thyr. 'T is yottt noblest course. 

Wisdom and fortune combating togetliery 
If that the fonner dare but what it can. 
No chance may shake it Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand. 

Cleo. Your Caesar's father, 

Of>, when he hath musM of taking kingdoms in, 
Bestowed his lips on that unworthy place. 
As it rain'd kisses. 

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Ant, Favours, by Jov^e that thunders!*— 

What art thou, fellow? 

Thyr, One, that but performs 

The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. 

Eno. You will be whipped. 

*Ant. Approach, there : — Ay, you kite ! — ^Now gods 
and devils ! 
Authority melts from me : Of late, when I cried "ho!" 
Like boys unto a muss,"* kings would start forth, 
And cry, " Your willf * Have you no ears ? 

Enter Attendants. 

I am Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip 
him. 

Eno. T is better playing with a lion's whelps 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant Moon and stars ! 

Whip liim : — ^Were 't twenty of the greatest tributariei 
That do acknowledge Caesar, should I find them 
So saucy with the hand of she here, (What 's hernantie, 
Since she was Cleopatra ?) — ^Whip him, fellows^ 
Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face. 
And whine aloud for mercy : Take him hence. 

Thyr. Mark Antony. — 

» A muss — ^a scramble. 
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Attt. Tog him away : being whipped, 

Bring him again : — ^The Jack of Gaesai's shall 
Bear us an errand to him. 

[Exeunt Attendants, vsith Thyrsus. 
You were half-blasted ere I knew you : — Ha ! 
Hare I my pillow left unpress'd in Rome, 
Forborne liie getting of a lawful race, 
And by a gem of women, to be abused 
By one tliat looks on feeders ?^ 

'Cleo. Good my lord, — 

Ant You have been a boggier ever : — 
But when we in our viciousness grow hard, 
f O misery on 't !) the wise gods seel our eyes 
In our own filth ; drop our clear judgments ; make us 
Adore our errors ; laugh at us, while we strut 
To our confusion. 

Cleo. O, is it come to this ? 

Ant I found you as a morsel cold upon 
Dead Caesar's trencher : nay, you were a ft'agment 
Of Cneius Pompcy's ; besides what hotter hours, 
Unregister'd in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously pick'd out : For, I am sure, 
Though you can guess what temperance should be, 
You know not what it is^ 

Cleo. Wherefore is this 1 

Ant To let a fellow that will take rewards. 
And say, ** God quit you I" be familiar with 
My playfellow, vour hand ; this kingly seal. 
And plighter of high hearts!— O, that I were 
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar 
The homed herd ! for I have savage cause ; 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A haltered neck, which does the hangman thank. 
For being yare* about him. — Is he whipped? 

* *' Ono that looks on feeders *' is one that bestows favours 
on servants, 
b Fore— nimble. 
VOL. X. T 
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Re-enter AttendantBy ioiih Thyrbus. 

1 Att, Soundly, my lord. 

Ant. Cried he 9 and begg'd he paidon! 

1 Att He did ask favour. 

Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 
Tiiou wast not made hig daughter ; and be thou sony 
To follow GsBsar in his triumph, since 
Thou hast been whipped for following him : henceforth 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, 
Shake thou to look on *t — Q^t thee back to Csesar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : Look, thou say. 
He makes me angry with him : for he seems 
Proud and disdainful ; harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was : He makes me angry ; 
And at this time most easy 't is to do H; 
When my good stars, that were my former guides, 
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike 
My speech, and what is done, tell him, he has 
Hipparchus, my eufranchis'd bcmdman, whom 
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture. 
As he shall like, to quit me: Urge it thou : 
Hence, with thy stripes, begone* [^Exit Taxtu 

Cleo. Have you done yet ? 

Ant. Alack, our terrene moon 

Is now eclipsed ; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony 1 

Cleo. I must stay his time. 

Ant To flatter Caesar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points? 

Cleo. Not know me yet ? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me f 

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be so, 

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, 
And poison it in the source ; and tibe first stone 
Drop in my neck : as it determines, so 
Dissolve my life ! The next Caesarian SDiite ! 
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Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, 
By the discandering * of this pelleted storm, 
Lie graveless ; till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Have bmried them for prey ! 

Ant. I am satisfied. 

Caesar sits down in Alexandria ; where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held : our sever'd navy too 
Have knit again, and fleet,^ threat'ning most sealikeu 
Where hast thou been, my heart? — ^Dost thou hear, 

lady? 
If from the field I shall return once more 
To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood ; 
I and my sword will earn our chronicle ; 
There 's hope in 't yet. 

Cleo. That 's my brave lord 1 

Ant. I will be treble-sinew'd, hearted, breath 'd, 
And fight maliciously : for when mine houi-s 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests : but now, I '11 set my teeth, 
And send to darkness all that stop me. — Come, 
Let *s have one other gaudy night : ° call to me 
All my sad captains ; fill our bowls once more ; 
Let *8 mock the midnight bell. 

Cleo. It is my birthday : 

I had thought: to have held it poor ; but, since my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant We will yet do well. 

Cleo, Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant. Do so, we '11 speak to them ; and to-night I 'il 
force 
The wine peep through their scars. — Come on, my 
queen; 

* Discandering. To dis-scander is to dis-squandert to scatter. 

»» Fleet-'ihe old word for Jloat. 

*^ Qmdy night — a night of rejoicing. 
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Tliere *s sap in 't yet. The next time I do figbt, 
I Ml make Death love me ; for I will contend 
Even with his pestilent scythe. 

[Exeunt Ant., Cleg., and Attendants. 
Eno. Now he ll outstars the lightning. To be furious, 
Is to be frighted out of fear : and in that mood, 
Tlie dove will peck the estridge ; and I see still, 
A diminution in our captain's brain 
Restores his heart : When valour preys on reason. 
It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek 
Some way to leave him. [ BxU, 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.~Cxsar*« Camp at Alexandria. 

Enter Cjesab, reading a letter ; Aqrippa, Mecanas, 
and others, 

Cofs. He calls me boy ; and chides^ as he had power 
To beat me out of Egypt : my messenger 
He hath whipp'd with rods; dares me to personal 

combat, 
Caesar to Antony : Let the old ruffian know, 
I have many other ways to die ; mean time, 
Laugh at his challenge. 

3^ec. Caesar must think, 

When one so great begins to rage, he ^s hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his distraction : Never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

Ckes. Let our best heads 

Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight : — Within our files there are 
Of those that serv'd Mark Antony but late. 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done ; • 

And feast the army : we have store to do 't, 
And they havi earn'd the waste. Poor Antony ! 

^Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Antony, Cleopatra^ Enobarbus, Charmian, 
Iras, Albxas, and others. 

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius ? 
Eno, No. 

Ant. Why should he not ? 
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Eno, He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 
He is twenty men to one. 

Ant To-morrow, soldier, 

By sea and land 1 11 fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in tiie blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo 't thou fight well ? 

Eno. I '11 strike ; and cry, « Take all." 

Ant, Well said; come Qn.— 

Call forth my household servants ; let *s to^ij^t 

Enter Servants. 

Be bounteous at our meal. — Give me thy hand, 
Thou hast been rightly honest ; — ^so hast thou ;— 
Thou, — and thou, — and thou: — ^you have serv'd me 

well, 
And kings have been your fellows. 

Cleo. What means thist 

Eno, T is one of those odd tricks which sorrow 
shoots [Atidt, 

Out of the mind. 

Ant, And thou art honest too. 

I wish I could be made so many men ; 
And all of you clapp'd up togetiier in 
An Antony ; that I might do you service^ 
So good as you have done. 
. Serv. The gods forbid ! 

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me tonight : 
Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me 
As when mine empire was your fellow too, 
And suffered my command. 

Cleo, What does be mean f 

^710. To make his followers weep. 

Ant, Tend me to-nigfat { 

May be, it is the period of your duty : 
Haply, you shall not see me more ; or if, 
A mangled shadow : perchance, to-morrow 
You '11 serve another master. I look on you 
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As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friendly 
I turn you not away ; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more, 
And the gods yield you for 't ! * 

Eno. What mean you, sir, 

To give them this discomfort ? Look, they weep ; 
And I, an ass, am onion-eyed ; for shame, 
Transform us not to women. 

Ant Ho, ho, ho! *» 

Now the witch take me if I meant it thus ! 
Grace grow where those drops fall ! My hearty friends, 
You take me in too dolorous a sense, 
For I spake to you for your comfort : did desire you 
To bum this night with torches : Know, my hearts, 
I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you 
Where rather I '11 expect victorious lif^ 
Than death and honour. Let 's to supper ; come. 
And drown consideration. [Exeunt, 

SCENE Ul.'—Ths tame. Before the Palace. 
. Enter Tkoo Soldiers, to their Guard. 

1 Sold. Brother, good night : to-morrow is the day. 

2 Sold. It will determine one way : fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets f 

1 Sold. Nothing: What news? 

2 Sold. Belike, 't is but a rumour : 
Good night to you. 

1 Sold. Well, sir, good night. 

Enter Two other Soldiers. 

2 Sold. Soldiers, 
Have careful watch. 

"In 'As You Like It ' we have the familiar exproslon 
" God *ild you," which is equivalent to God yield you, or God 
reward you. So in the passage before us. 

I* These iaterjectioua have the sense of ttop. 
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3 Sold, And you : Good tiighf, good nigfht 

[Thejlrat two place themselves at their pasts, 

4 Sold, Here we: [they take their pasts,"] and if to- 

morrow 
Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 

3 Sold. T is a brave army, 
And full of purpose. [Music ofhatttboys under the stage, 

4 Sold, Peace, what noise ¥ 

1 Sold, List, list! 

2 Sold, Hark! 

1 Sold, Music V the air. 

3 Sold, Under the earth. 

4 Sold, It Bigm well, 
Does *t not f 

3 Sold. No. 

1 Sold, Peace, I say. What should this mean? 

2 Sold. T is the god Hercules, whom Antony lor'd, 
Now leaves him. 

1 Sold. Walk ; let 's see if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do. [ They advance to another post, 

2 Sold. How now, masters? 

Sold. How now f 

How now? do you hear this? [Several speakmff together. 

1 Sold, Ay : Is 't not strange? 

3 Sold. Do you hear, masters ? do you hear ? 

1 Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter; 
Let 's see how 't will give off. 

Sold, [Several peaking!] Content : T is strange. 

[Exew^ 

SCENE IV.— r/w same. A Room in tlte Palace. 

Enter Antony and Ct^eopatra; Charm i an, and 

others, attending. 
Ant. Eros ! mine armour, Eros ! 
CUo, Sleep a litae. 
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AfU. No, my diack. — Erosi, come; mine armour, 
Exos! 

Enter Eiios, toith armour. 

Come, good fellow, pat thine iron on : — 
1( fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her. — Come. 

Cleo, Nay, I '11 help too. 

What s this for? 

Ant, Ah, let be, let be ! thou art 

The armourer of my heart; — False, false; tliis, this. 

Cleo. Sooth, la, 1 11 help : Thug it must be. 

Ant, Well, well: 

We shall tlurire now. — Seest thou, my good fellow 1 
Gh), put on thy defences. 

Eros, Briefly, sir. 

Cleo, Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant, Rarely, rarely ; 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
To doff 't for our repose, shall hear a storm. — 
Thou fumblest, Eros ; and my queen *8 a squire 
More tight at tiiis than thou : Despatch. — O love, 
That thou couldst see my wars to-Uay, and knew'st 
The royal occupation ! thou shouldst see 

Enter an Officer, armed, 

A workman in ^t. — Good morrow to tliee ; welcome : 
Thou look^st like him that knows a warlike charge : 
To business that we love we rise betime, 
And go to 't with delight. 

1 Ojff^. A thousand, sir, 
Early though 't be, have on their riveted trim, 
And at the port expect you. 

[Shout. Trumpets. Flourish 

Enter other Officers, and Soldiers. 

2 Off. The mom is fair.— Grood morrow, general. 
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AU. Grood morrow, geneiaL 

Ant, T is well blown, lads. 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. — 
So, so ; come, give me that : this way ; well said. 
Fare thee well, dame, whatever becomes of me. 
This is a soldier's kiss : rebakable, [Eitsea her. 

And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment ; I 11 leave thet 
Now, like a man of steel,— *Yoa that will fight 
Follow me close ; 1 11 bring you to ^t.— Adieu. 

[Exeunt Amtont, Bros, Officezsy <and Soldiers. 
Char. Please you, retire to your chamber ? 
Cleo. Lead me. '{ 

He goes forth gallantly. That he and CsBsar might i 

Determine this great war in single fight ! 

Then, Antony, — But now, — ^Well, on. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Antony'* Camp near Alexandria, 

Trumpets sound. Enter Antomt and Eros ; a 
Soldier meeting them. 

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to Antcmy ! 

Ant. 'Would thou, and those thy scazs, had once 
prevaiVd 
To make me fight at land ! 
rru .' , Hadst thou done so, 

ihe kings that have revolted, and the soldier 
FolW^ *^« coming left thee, would have stUl 

A u. * ueeis. 

g^l^ Who *s gone this morning f 

He^'shlu uoTk"^^^ C^^l fo' Enobarbus, ^^^ 

Say, « I am none 1p?J- °^f'°'" ^*^^'' '^'"P 
Ant. ^® o^ thine/* 

What say'st thouf 
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Sold. Sir, 

Ue is with Cseaar. 

Er^. Sir, hit chests and treasure 

He has not with him. 

Ant. Is he gone f 

Sold. Most certain. 

Ant. Qo, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it ; 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him 
(I will subscribe) gentle adieus, and greetings ; 
Say, that I wish he never find more cause 
To change a master.^O, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men j— -despatch : £nobarbu8 ! ■ 

lEx0wU 

SCENE VI.^C8Bsar's Camp before Alexandria. 

Flourish, Enter CissAR, with AanippA, Enobarbus, 
and others, 

Cas. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight, 

Our will is Antony be took alive; 

Make it so known. 

Agr. Caesar, I shall. [Exit Aqrippa, 

Cces, The time of universal peace is near : 

Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook'd world 

Shall bear the olive freely. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Antony 

Is come into the field. 

Cces. Go, charge Agrippa : 

Plant those that have revolted in the van. 
That Antony may seem to spend his fury 
Upon himself. [Exeunt Cjssar and his Train. 

* We follow the words of the original, but not the panetu- 
ation. That reading is " despatch Enobarbus." It may possibly 
mean despatch tlie business of Enobarbus ; but it is more pro- 
bable that Antony, addressing Eros, says *' despatch ;" and 
then, thinking of his revolted iHend, pronounces his name. 
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Eno, Alexas did revolt; and went to Jewry, 
On alTaira of Antony ; there did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to Ciesar, 
And leave his master Antony : for this pains, 
CsBsar hath hang'd him. Ganidius^ and the rest 
That fell away, have entertainment, bat 
No honourable trust I have done ill : 
Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 
That I will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Cffisar*^. 

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 

Hath after thee sent all thy treasury with 
His bounty overplus : The messenger 
Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. I give it you. 

Sold, Mock not, Enobarbus. 

I tell you true: Best you saf *d' the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office, 
Or would have done *t myself. Your emperor 
Continues still a Jove. tExH Soldier. 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth, 
And feel I am so most. O Antony, 
Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have paid 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Thou dost so crown with gold! This blows ^ my 

heart: 
If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Shall outstrike thought : but thought will do 't, I feel. 
I fight against thee ! — No : I will go seek 
Some ditch wherein to die ; the fouFst best fits 
My latter part of life. [£Wf. 

• Safd-^taaAe tat^. * BAN0S->tweUs 
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SCENE VII.— Fw»M of battle hettoeen the Camps, 

Alarum. Drums and trumpets. Enter Aqrippa, 
and others, 

Ayr. Retire, we have engaged ourselves too far : 
CsBsar himself has work, aiid our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. [Exeunt, 

Alarum, Enter Aktony and Scarus, vfounded. 

Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought indeed ! 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 
With clouts about their heads. 

Ant. Thou bleed'st apace. 

Sear. I had a wound here that was like a T, 
But now *t is made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scar. We '11 beat 'em into bench-holes ; I have yet 
Room for six scotches more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They are beaten, sir ; and our advantage serves 
For a fair victory. 

Scar. Let us score their backs^ 

And snatch 'em un, as we take hares, behind ; 
'T is sport to maul a runner. 

Ant, I will reward thee 

Once for thy spritely comfort, and ten>fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. 1 '11 halt after. [Exeunt. 

SCENE yiU.-^Under the Walls of AXexmdim. 

Alarum. Enter Antony, ma/rching ; Scarus, and 

Forces. 

Ant. We have l)eat him to his camp : Run one before, 
And let the queen know of our guests. — To-morrow, 
Before the sun shall see us, we '11 spill the blood 
That has to-day escap'd. I thank you all ; 
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For doughty-handed are you; and have fought 
Not as yoa served the cause, but as 't had been 
Each man's like mine ; you have shown all Heetors. 
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends, 
Tell them your feats ; whilst they with joyful teaw 
Wash the congealment from your wounds, and kiss 
The honour'd gashes whole.— Give me thy hand ; 

[To Sgarus. 

Enter Clkopatha, attended. 
To this great fairy 1 11 commend thy acts,* 
Make her thanks bless thee.— O thou day o' the world, 
Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap tiiou, attire and all, 
Through proof of harness to my heart, and theie 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Cleo. I-o^ of lords ! 

O, infinite virtue! com'st thou smiling from 
The world's great snare uncaughtl 

Anl, My nightingale, 

We have beat them to their beds. What, girl % though 

grey 
Do something mingle with our younger brown ; 
Yet ha' we a brain that nourishes our nerves, 
And can get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man ; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ;— 
Kiss it, my warrior :— He hath fought to-day, 
As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroyed in such a sliape. 

Cleo. I '11 give thee, friend. 

An armour all of gold ; it was a king's. 

Ant. He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phoebus' car. — Give me thy hand ; 
Through Alexandria make a ioUy inarch ; 
Bear our hack'd targets like the men that owe them : 
Had our great palace the capacity 
To camp this host, we all would sup together, 
And drink carouses to the next day's late^ 
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Which promiset royal peril, — Trumpeters, 

With brazen din blast you the city^s ear ; 

Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ; 

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds together, 

Applauding our approach. lEx^unt, 

SCENE IX.— GtBsar'f Camp. 
Sentinels on their post. Enter Enobahbus. 

1 Sold, If we be not relieved within this hour. 
We must return to the court of guard : The night 
Is shiny ; and, they say, we shall embattle 

By the second hour V the mom. 

2 Sold. This last day was a shrewd one to us. 
Eno. O, bear me witness, night, — 

3 Sold,' What man is this? 

2 Sold. Stand close, and list him. 
Etw. Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon, 

When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent! — 

1 Sold. Enobarbus! 

3 Sold. Peace ; 
Hark further. 

Eno. O sovereign mistress of true melancholy, 
The poisonous damp of night disponge upon me ; 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 
May hang no longer on me : Throw my heart 
Against the flint and hardness of my fault ; 
Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder. 
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 
Forgive me in thine own particular ; 
But let the world rank me in register 
A master-leaver, and a fugitive ; 
O Antony ! O Antony I [Dies, 

%Sold* Let 's speak to him. 
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1 Sold. Iiet *8 hear biniy for the things he spea^ nuij 
concem Cssar. 
3 Sold. Let 'a do so. But he sleeps. 

1 Sold. Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer as his 
was never yet for sleep. 

2 Sold, Gro we to him. 

3 Sold. Awake, sir, awake ; speak to us. 

2 Sold. Hear you, sir? 

1 Sold, The hand of death hath raught him. HariE, 
the drums [Drums afar off. 

Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
To the court of guard ; he is of uote : our hour 
Is fully out. 

3 Sold. Come on then ; 

He may recover yet, lEzeunt with t/ie body, 

SCENE X. — Between the two Camps. 
Enter Antony and Scarus, with Forces marching. 

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea ; 
We please them not by land. 

Scar, For both, my lord. 

Ant. I would they 'd fight i* the fire, or in the air ; 
We *d fight there too. But this it is : Our foot. 
Upon t]]e hills adjoining to the city. 
Shall stay with us :— order for sea is given ; 
They have put forth the haven :" — 
Where their appointment we may best discover, 
And look on taeir endeavour. \Exeunt 

Enter Casar, and his Forces marching. 
Cecs. But being charged, we will be still by land, 

■ The senlence— 

" Order for sea is given ; 
Tliey have put forth the haven "— 
is parenthetical . Omit it, and Antony says, that the foot soUttes 
shall stay with him, upon the hills adjoining to the tktf^ 
** Where their appohitment we may best diaeowc.** 
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Which, as I take % we shall ; for his best force 

Is forth to man his galleys. To tlie vales, 

And bold our best advantage. \ Exeunt, 

Re-etxter Antony and Scarus. 

Ant. Yet they are not join'd : Where yond pine does 
standf 
I shall discover all ; I '11 bring thee word 
■Straight, how 't is like to go. \Exit 

Scar. Swallows have built 

In Cleopatra's sails their nests : the augurers 
Say, they know not, — they cannot tell ; — look griml>, 
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant and dejected ; and, by starts, 
His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear. 
Of what he has, and has not. 

Alarum afar off, as at a sea-fight. 
Re-enter Antony. 
Ant. All is lost ; 

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me : 
My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and carouse together 
Like friends long lost. — Triple-tum'd whore! *t is 

thou 
Hast sold me to this novice ; and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. — Bid them all fly ; 
For when I am reveng'd upon my charm, 
I have done all : — Bid them all fly, be gone. 

[^Exit Scarus. 
O suDj thy uprise shall I see no more : 
Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 
Do we shake hands. — All come to this ? — ^The heaits 
That spaniel'd me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do discandy, melt tlieir sweets 
On blossoming Csesar; and this pine is bark'd, 
That overtopped them all. Betray'd I am : 
VOL. X. U 
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O this fake soul of Eg^rpt ! this grave charm, 

Whose eye becked forth my wars, axid call'd Iheta 

home; 
Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end, 
Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and looser 
BeguiVd me to the very heart of loss. — 
What, Eros, Eros I 

Enter Clbopatri. 

Ah, thou spell ! Avaunt 
Cleo. Why is my lord enraged against his lovef 
Ant. Vanish ; or I shall give thee thy deserving. 
And blemish Caesar^s triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians : 
Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot 
Of all thy sex : most monster-like« be shown 
For poorest diminutives, for dolts ^ and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy visage up 
With her prepared umIs. [Exit Cleo.] T is well 

thou *rt gone,' 
If it be well to live : But better 't were 
Thou fell'st into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. — Eros, hoa ! 
The shirt of Nessus is upon me : Teach me, 
Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage : 
Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o* the moon ; 
And with those hands, that grasped the heaviest clnb^' 
Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die; 
To the young Roman boy she hath sold me, and I 

fall 
Under this plot : she dies for 't. — Eros, hoa ! [JBxiL 

* We follow the original. We believe that the *' poot'ii 
diminutives " are the lowest of the populace, as the *' dora " an 
the moet stupid. We most therefore ttnder8taiid>lir to meaa tat 
the gratificatiou of. 
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SC£NE XI.-— Alexandria. A Room in the Palace, 
Enter Clsopatra, Charmian^ Iras, and Mardian. 

Cleo. Help me, my women ! O, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for hig shield ; the boar of Thessaly 
Was never so emboss'd. 

Char. To the monument ; 

There lock yourself, and send him word you are dead. 
The soul and body rive not more in parting, 
Than greatness going off. 

Cleo, To the monument : — 

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself; 
Say that the last I spoke was, Antony, 
And word it, prithee, piteously : Hence, Mardian, 
And bring me how he takes my death. — 
To the monument. [Exeunt, 

SCENE XlL^The same. Another Booms 
Enter Antony and Eros. 

Ant, Eros, thou yet behold'st me? 

Eros, Ay, noble lord. 

Ant, Sometime we see a cloud that 's dragonish : 
A vapour, sometime, like a bear, or lion, 
A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon 't, that nod unto the world. 
And mock our eyes with air: thou hast seen these 

signs ; 
They are black vesper's pageants. 

Eros, Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a thought 
The rack dislimbs ; and makes it indistinct. 
As water is in water. 

Eros, It does, my lord. 

Ant, My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is 
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Even such a body ; here I am Antony ; 

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 

I made these wars for Egypt ; and the queen, — 

Whose heart I thought I had, for she had mine ; 

Which, wliilst it was mine, had annexed unto 't 

A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 

Pack'd cards with Caesar, and false-play 'd my glory 

Unto an enemy's triumph. — 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us 

Ourselves to end ourselres. — O, thy vile lady! 

Entei* Mardian. 
She has robb'd me of my sword. 

Mar. No, Antony ; 

My mistress lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. 

Ant» Hence, saucy eunuch; peace; 

She hath betray 'd me, and shall die the death. 

Mar. Death of one person can be paid but once; 
And that she has discharged : What tliou wouldst do 
Is done unto thy hand ; die last she sjiake 
Was, Antony 1 most noble Antony ! 
Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips; she rendered life. 
Thy name so buried in her. 

Atit. Dead then ? 

Mar. Dead. 

AnC. Unarm, Eros ; the long day's task is done, 
And we must sleep : — That thou depart'st hence safe, 
Does pay thy labour richly ; Gro. — Off, pluck off; — 

[Exit Mardian. 
The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides I 
Heart, once be stronger tlian thy continent; 
Crack thy frail case! — ^Apace, Eros, apace.— 
No more a soldier : — ^Bruised pieces, go ; 
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You have been nobly bome. — From me a while. — 

[Exit Eros. 
I will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 
All length is torture : — Since the torch is out, 
Lie down and stray no farther : Now all labour 
Mars what it does ; yea, very force entangles 
Itself with strength : Seal then, and all is done." — 
Eros I — I come, my queen : — Eros I — Stay for me : 
Where souls do couch on flowers, we '11 hand in hand, 
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze : 
Dido and her ^neas shall want troops, 
And all the haunt be ours. — Come, Eros, Eros! 

Re-enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my lord ? 

-^nt. Since Cleopatra died, 

I have liv'd in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 
Quartered the world, and o'er green Neptune's back 
With ships made cities, condemn myself, to lack 
The courage of a woman ; less noble mind 
Than she, which, by her deatli, our Cajsar tells, 
•' I am conqueror of myself." Thou art sworn, Eros, 
That, when the exigent should come, (which now 
Is come, indeed,) when I should see bdhind me 
Th' inevitable prosecution of disgrace 
And horror, that, on my command, thou then 
Wouldst kill me : do 't ; the time is come : 
Thou strik'st not me, 't is Caesar tliou defeat 'st. 
Put colour in thy cheek. 

J^ros. The gods withhold me ! 

Shall I do that which all the Parthian darts, 

* The passajje may be illustrated by a correspoDdin? imago 
in 'King lleory V.:'— " * 

*' And so espous'd to death, with blood he seaTd 

A testament of noble-ending love." 
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Thoagh enemy, lost aim, and could not 9 

Ant Eros, 

Wouldst thou be windowed in great Rome, and aee 
Thy master thus with pleach'd" anus, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face subdued 
To penetrative shame ; whilst the wheeled seat 
Of forttmate Cesar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseneis that ensued 9 

i^ros. I would not see 't. 

Ant. Gome then ; for with a wound I must be cur'd. 
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for thy country. 

Eroa. O, sir, pardon me. 

Ant, When I did make thee hee, swor'st thou not 
then 
To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ; 
Or thy precedent services are all 
But accidents unpurposed. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me then tliat noble countenance 
Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. 

AtU. Lothee. [Tuminff Jrom ?nm, 

Eros. My iword is drawn. 

Ant Then let it do at mice 

The thing why thou hast drawn it. 

Eros. My dear master. 

My captain and my emperor ; let me say. 
Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. TT is said, man ;<^and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now 9 

Ant. Now, Eros. 

Eros. Why, there then : — [Falls on his sword.] Thus 
I do escape the sorrow 
Of Antony's death. [Dies. 

Ant. Thrice nobler than myself ! 

Thou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what 
I should, and thou couldst not. My queen and Eros 
• P/«icA'rf— folded. 
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Have, by their brave ii»tructioD, got upon me 
A nobleness in record : But I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into 'fc 
As to a lover^B bed. Gome then ; and, Eros, 
Thy roaster dies thy scholar; to do thus 

[FaUing on his itoord. 
I leam'd of thee. How ! not dead? not dead t— 
The guard — ^howf— O, despatch me. 

Enter Derobtas and Guard. 

1 Guard. What 's the noise ? 
Ant. I have done my work ill, friends : O, make au 

end 
Of what I have begun. 

2 Guard. The star is fallen. 
1 Guard. And time is at his period. 

AU. Alas, and woe ! 

Ant Let him that loves me strike me dead. 

1 Guard. Not I. 

2 Guard. Nor I. 

3 Guard. Nor any one. [^Exeunt Guard. 
Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 

This sword but shown to Csesar, with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diokbdes. 

Dio. Where 's Antony ? 

Der. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he f 

Wilt thou not answer, man ? [Exit Der. 

Ant. Alt thou there, Diomed? Draw thy sword, and 
give me 
Sufficing strokes for death. 

Dio. Most absolute lord, 

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 

Ant. When did she send thee ¥ 

Dio. Now, my lord. 
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Ant Wbere irthe? 

Dio, Lock'd in her monument. She bad a piophft- 
sying fear 
Of what hath come to paw : for when she saw 
( Which never shall be found,) you did suspect 
She had disposed with* Csesar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, she sent you word Ae was dead; 
But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come, 
I dreaa, too late. 

Ant. Too latQ, good Diomed : — Call my guard, I 
prithee. 

Dio. What, ho ! the emperor^s guard ! The guard, 
what, ho ! 
Come, your lord calls. 

Enter some of the Guard. 

Ant, Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides ; 
*T is the last service that I shall command you. 

1 Guard, Woe, woe are we, sir, you may not lire to 
wear 
All your true followers out 

AIL Most heavy day ! 

Ant, Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp late 
To grace it with your sorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up : 
I have led you oft ; carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks for all. [Exeunt, bearing Ajit. 

SCENE XUt-^The same. A Monument. 
Enter above, Cleopatra. Charm xan, and laAa 
Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
Char. Be comforted, dear madam. 

* Digpos'd with—made terms with. 
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Olso. No, I will not 

All strange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow. 
Proportioned to our cause, must be as great 

£nt€r DxouBDBs. 

Aa that which makes it. — How now ? is he dead t 

Dio. His death 's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o' the other side your monument, 
His guard have brought him thither. 

Enter Antony, borne by the Guard. 

Cleo. O sun, 
Burn tlie great sphere thou mo^'st in! — darkling 

stand 
The varying shore o' the world !— O Antony ! 
Antony, Antony ! — Help, Charm ian ; help^ Iras, help; 
Help, friends below ; let ^s draw him hitlier. 

Ant. Peace : 

Not Cxsar's valour hath o'erthrown Antony, 
But Antonyms hatli triumphed on itself. 

Cleo. So it should be, tliat none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but woe 't is so ! 

Ant I am dying, Egypt, dying ; only 
I here im])ortune death a while, until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips. — 

Cleo. I dare not, dear,« 

(^Dear my lord, pardon,) I dare not, 
Lest I be taken : not the imperious show 
Of the full-fortun*d Caesar ever shall 
Be brooch'd^ with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents, have 
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe : 

a Cleopatra dares not come do\ni ont of the monument, to 
bestow the poor last kiss, 
b A-oocA'd— adftmed, as wiUi a brooch. 
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Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes 
And still conclasioD, shall acquire no boQoiir 
Demuring upon me.— But come» com% Antony,—* 
Help me, my women,— we must draw thee up ; — 
Assist^ good friends. 

Ant, O, quiok, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Here 's sport, indeed! — ^How heavy weighs my 
lord! 
Our strength is all gone into heaviness ; 
That makes the weight : Had I great Juno*s power. 
The stiong-wing^d Mercury should fetch thee up, 
And set tbse by Jove's side. Yet come a little^ — 
Wishers were ever fools ; — O, come, come, come; 

[They draw Airr. iip. 
And welcome, welcome ! die where thou hast liv'd : 
Quicken with kissing ; had my lips that power, 
Thus would I wear them out. 

AU, A heavy sight ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying : 
Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 

CUo, No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high. 
That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel, 
Provok'd by my offence. 

Ant. One word, sweet queen ; 

Of GsBsar seek your honour, with your safety.— >0 ! 

CUo, They do not go together. 

Ant. Gkntle, hear me; 

None about Caesar trust, but Proculeius. 

Cleo. My resolution, and my hands, I '11 trust ; 
None about Csesar. 

Ant. The miserable change now at my end. 
Lament nor sorrow at : but please your thoughts. 
In feeding them with those my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv'd, the greatest prince o' the world. 
The noblest : and do now not basely die, 
Nor cowardly put off my helmet to 
My countryman, — a Roman, by a Roman 
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Valiantly yanquiih^d. Now, my spirit ia going ; 

I can DO more. [Dies, 

Cldo, Noblest of men, woo 't die f 

Hast thou no care of me ? shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a sty f — O, see, my women, 

The crown o' the earth doth melt : — My lord ! 

O, withered is the garland of the war, 

The soldier^s pole is fallen ; young boys and girls 

Are level now with men : the odds is gone, 

And there is nothing left remarkable 

Beneath the visiting moon. [She faints. 

Char. O, quietness, lady 1 

Iras, She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Char. Lady, — 

Iras. Madam,— 

Char, O madam, madam, madam ! 

Iras, Royal Egypt ! 

Empress ! 

Char. Peace, peace, Iras. 

Cleo. No more, but e'en a woman; and commanded 
By such poor ])assion as the maid that milks. 
And does the meanest chares.* — ^It were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ; 
To tell them that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had stolen our jewel. AW. 's but naught ; 
Patience is sottish ; and impatience does 
Become a dog that 's mad : Then is it sin 
To rush into the secret house of death. 
Ere death dare come to us ? — How do you, women ? 
What, what? good cheer! Why, how now, Char- 

mianf 
My noble girls! — Ah, women, women ! look, 

* Chares. A chares or char, is a single act, or piece of work, 
—a turn, or bout of workj ftom the Anglo-Saxon el/ran^ to turn. 
Hence, a charwomaQ. 
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Our lamp U s^jent, it ^s out : — Good sire, take heart : — 

ITotJieGiiaid below. 

We '11 bury him ; atid then, what *8 brave, what 's 

noble, 
Let 'a do it after the high Roman fasliion. 
And make Death proud to take us. Come, away : 
Thi« case of that huge spirit now b cold. 
Ah, women, women! come; we have do friend 
But resolution, and the briefest end. 

lExeufU; those above bearhig q/f Antony's body. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Caesar'* Camp before Alexandria, 

Enter Cassau, Aorippa, Dolabet.la, Mbcanas, 
Gallvs, Procvlbius, and others, 

Cees. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield ; 
Being so frustrate, tell him, be mocks [us by*] 
The pauses that he makes. 

Dol. Caesar, I shall. [Exit Dolabella. 

Enter Dercetas, with the sword of Antony. 

Cces. Wherefore is that? and what art thou tliat 
dar'st 
Appear thus to us f 

Der* I am calVd Percetas ; 

Mark Antony I serv'd, who best was worthy 
Best to be servM : whilst he stood up, and spoke, 
He was my master ; and I wore my life 
To spend upon his haters : If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I '11 be to Caesar ; if thou pleasest not, 
I yield thee up my life. 

Cces, What is 't thou say'st? 

Dcr. I say, O Caesar, Antony is dead. 

Cces, The breaking of so great a tiling should make 
A greater crack : The round world 
Should have shook lions into civil streets. 
And citizens to their dens :^ — Tlie death of Antony 

* Tlie words in brackets are not in the original. Malone 
supplied tliem. 

* The commentators make a great difficulty with Ihia pas- 
sage ; but surely nothing can more forcibly express tlie ideai of 
a general convulsion than that the wild beasts of the forest 
should have been hurled into the streets where men abide, and 
the inhabitants of cities as forcibly thrown into the lions' duns. 
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Is not a single doom ; in the name lay • 

A moiety of the world. 

Der, He is dead, Casar ; 

Not by a public minister of justice, 
Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand. 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did. 
Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart — This is his sword ; 
I robb'd his wound of it ; behold it stained 
With his most noble blood. 

Cas, Look ^ou sad, friends f 

The gods rebuke roe, but it is tidmgs 
To wash the eyes of kings. 

Agr. And strange it is 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

Mec, His taints and honours 

Wag'd equal with him. 

Agr, A rarer spirit never 

Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Ceesar is touched. 

Mec. When such a spacious mirror ^s set before him. 
He needs must see himself. 

C<Bt. O Antony ! 

I have foUow'd thee to this :• — But we do lance 
Diseases in our bodies : I must jperforce 
Have shown to thee such a declming day. 
Or look on tliine; we could not stall together 
In the whole world : but yet let me lamoit, 
With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire^ 
Friend and companion in the front of war, 
The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle, — ^that our stan^ 
Unreconcilable, should divide 

• FoUow'd thee to tAti— driven thee to this. 
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Our equalness to this.— Hear me, good friendi,-— 
But I will tell you at some meeter season ; 

Enter a Messenger. 

The business of this man looks out of him, 

We *11 hear him what he says. — Whence are you t 

Mess. A poor Egyptian yet The queen my mistresi^ 
Confined in all she has, her monument, 
Of thy intents desires instruction ; 
That she preparedly may frame herself 
To the way she *s forced to. 

Cas. Bid her have good heart ; 

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours, 
How honourable and how kindly we 
Determine for her : for Csesar cannot lire 
To be ungentle. 

Mess. So the gods preserve thee ! [Exit, 

Cces. Come hither, Proculeius : Go, and say 
We purpose her no shame : give her what comforts 
The qpality of her passion shall require; 
Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph : Go, 
And, with your speediest, bring us what she layf, 
And how you find of her. 

Pro, Csesar, I shall. [Exit Proculsxus. 

Cces, Gkllus, go you along. — Where *s Dolabella, 
To second Proculeius t \^Exit Gallvs. 

Agr.y Mec. Dolabella! 

Cces. Let him alone, for I remember now 
How he 's employed ; he shall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my tent : where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn into this war ; 
How calm and gentle I proceeded still 
In all my writings : Gro with me, and see 
\Vhat I can show in this. \ExeunL 



Digitized by VjUU^IC 



S9i ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. [Aci Y. 

SCENE II.— Alexandria. A Room in the Monu- 
ment, 

Enter Cleopatra., Chabmian, ccnd Iras, 

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make 
A better life : T is paltry to be Caesar ; 
Not being Fortune, he *8 but Fortune's knave, 
A minister of her will : And it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds ; 
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung. 
The beggar's nurse and Caesar's,* 

Enter, to the gates of the Monunient, Proculeiuj, 
Gallvs, and Soldiers. 

Pro. Caesar sends greeting to the queen of Egypt ; 
And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Thou meanest to have him grant thee. 

Cleo, [Within.] What 's thy uamel 

Pro. My name is Proculeius. 

Cleo. [Within.] Antony 

Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceived, 
That have no use for trusting. If your master 
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
No less beg than a kmgdom : if he please 
To give me conquer'd Egypt for my son, 
He gives me so much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro. Be of good cheer ; 

You are fallen into a princely hand ; fear nothing : 
Make your full reference freely to my lord, 

• The beggar^s ntarse and Caiar'i is unquestionably dratii 
not, ns Joh'naoa explains it, the gross substance wludi equatt| 
nourishes the beggar and Ceesar. 
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Who is so full of grace that it flows OFer 
On all that need : Let me report to him 
Yoiir sweet dependency : and you shall find 
A conqueror that will pray in aid for kindnev. 
Where he for grace is kneerd to. 

Cleo. [Within.] Pray you, tell him 

I am his fortunes vassal, and I send him 
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i' the face. 

Pro. This I '11 report, dear lady. 

Have comfort ; for I know your plight is pitied 
Of hiui that caus'd it. 

Gal. You see how easily she may be surprised ; 
[Here Proculbius and itoo of the Guard ascend 
the Monument by a ladder placed against a 
wifidow, and, ?taving descended, come behind 
Cleopatra. Some of the Guard unbar and 
open the gates. 
Guard her till Csesar come. 

[ To Pro. and the Guard. Exit Gallus. 
Iras. Royal queen ! 

CViar. O Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen I — 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

[pramng a dagger. 
Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold : 

[Seizes and disarms her. 
Do not yourself such wrong, wnoare in this 
Keliev'd, but not betray'd. 

Cleo. What, of death too 

That rids our dogs of languish ? 

Pro. Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master's bounty by 
The undoing of yourself: let the world see 
His noUenesB well acted, which your death 
Will never let oome forth. 

Cleo, Where art thou, Death ? 

TOL. X. V 
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Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queaa 
Worth many babes and beggara t 

Pro. O, temperance, lady ! 

Cleo, Sir, I will eat no meat, 1 11 not drink, air ; 
If idle talk will once be necessary, 
I *11 not sleep neither :* This morted boose I '11 ruin, 
Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinioned at your master^s court ; 
Nor once be chastised with the sober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up^ 
And show me to the shouting varleiry 
Of censuring Borne 9 Bather a ditch in £gypt 
Be gentle grave unto me ! rather on Nilus* mud 
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My country^s high pyramides* my gibbet^ 
And hang me up in <*rb ajns ! 

Pro, You do extend 

These thoughts of honor further than you shall 
Find cause in Csesar. 

EnUr DOLABBLLA.. 

DoU Proculeius, 

What thou hast done thy master Caesar knows, 
And he hath sent for thee : for the queen, 
1 11 take her to my guard. 

Pro, So, Dolabella, 

It shall content me best : be gentle to her.— • 

To Caesar I vrill speak what you shall please, 

{To Clbofatra. 
If you 11 employ me to bim. 

Cko, Say, I would die. 

{Exeunt P&oculeivs and Soldiers. 

^ JohDBon expUins this, ve think correctly, ** I will not «at. 
and, if it will be necessary now for once to waste a moment is 
idle talk of my purpose, I will not sleep neither.** 

h Pyramidei—ik'd Latin plural of pyramid i used as a qua- 
drisyl&ble. 
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I>ol. Most noble empress, you have heard of me ? 

Cleo, I cannot tell. 

Dol. Assuredly, you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, sir, what I hare heard or knowm 
You laugh, when boys or women tell their dreams; 
Is *t not your trick ? 

Dol. I understand not, madam. 

Cleo, I dreamt there was an emperor Antony j— 
O, such another sleeps that I might see 
But such another man ! 

j)oU If it mig;ht please you,— 

Cleo, His face was as the heavens ; and therein stuck 
A sun and moon, which kept their course, and lighted 
The little O, the earth. 

Dot Most sovereign creature, — 

Cleo, His legs bestrid the ocean: his rear'd arm 
Crested tiie world : his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends ; 
But when he meant to quail and shake the orb. 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, . 
There was no winter in 't ; mi autuinn 't was. 
That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were dolphin-like; they show'd his back above 
The element they liv'd in : In his livery 
Walk'd crowns and crownets; realms and islands 

were 
As plates* dropped from his pocket. 

Bol. Cleopatra, — 

Cleo. Think you there was, or might oe, such a man 
As this I dreamt off 

Doh Oeutle madam, no. 

Cleo* You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 
But, if there be, or ever were, one such, 
It 's past the size of dreaming : Nature wants stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy ; yet, to imagine 

• Platei, Pieces of silver moae3rwW.eie called flale** 
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An Antony, were nature's piece 'gainst fancy. 
Condemning shadows quite. 

DoL Hear me, g^d madam ; 

Tour ioss is as yourself, great ; and you bear it 
As answering to the weight : 'Would I might never 
O'ertake pursued success, but I do feel, 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that shoots 
My very heart at root. 

Cleo, I thank you, sir. 

Know you what CsBsar means to do Mrith me i 

DoL I am loth to tell you what I would you knew. 

Cleo, Nay, pray you, sir, — 

Dol. Though he be honourable,—- 

CUo, He 11 lead me then in triumph % 

Dol. Madam, he will ; 

I know it. 

Within, Make way there, — Ceesar ! 

Enter Casar, Gali.us, Proculbius, Mkc^nas, 
Selbucus, and Attendants. 

Ors, Which is the queen of Egypt? 

Bol. 'T is the emperor, madam. [Clbopatha kneels, 

Caa, Arise, you sliall not kneel : — 
I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt. 

Cleo, Sir, the gods 

Will have it thus ; my master and my lord 
I must obey. 

Cas, Take to you no hard tiioughts : 
Tlie record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo. Sole sir o' the world, 

I oannot project mine own cause so well 
To make it clear ; but do confers, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often shamed our sex. 
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CtiBs. Cleopatra, knoir, 

We Trill extenuate rather than enforce : 
If yoH apply yourself to our intents, 
(Which towards you are most greutle,) you shall find 
A benefit in this change ; but if you seek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony's course, you shall bereave yourself 
Of my good purposes, and put your children 
To that destruction which I '11 guard them from. 
If thereon you rely. I '11 take my leave. 

Cleo. And may, through all the world : *t is yours ; 
and we 
Your 'scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall 
Ilang in what place vou please. Here, my good lord. 
Caa, You sliall advise me in all for Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 
I am possess'd of: 't is exactly valued; 
Not petty things admitted. — Where 's Selencus? 
SeL Here, madam. 

Cleo, This is my treasurer ; let him speak, my lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have reserv'd 
To myself nothing. Si^eak the truth, Seleucus. 

Sel. Madam, 
I had rather seal my lips, than, to my peril, 
Speak that which is not. 

Cleo. Wliat have I kept back % 

Sel. Enough to purchase what you have made known. 
Ceea. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra ; I approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See, Cajsax! O, behold, 

How pomp is follow'd ! mine will now be yours ; 
And should we shift estates yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even make me wild : O slave, of no more trust 
Than love that 's hir'd ! — ^What, goest thou back ? thou 

shalt 
Go liack, I warrant thee ; but I '11 catch thine eyes, 
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Though they had winga : Slave, aoulless villain, dog ! 
O rarely base ! 

Cofs, Grood qaeeo, let ns entreat you. 

Cleo» O CflBiar, what a wounding shame is this ; 
That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me^ 
Doing the honour of thy lordliness 
To one so meek, that mine own servant should 
Parcel tiie sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy! Say, good G«sar, 
That I some lady trifles have reserved, 
Immoment toys, things of such dignity 
As we greet modem* friends withal ; and say. 
Some nobler token I have kept apart 
For Livia, and Octavia, to induce 
Their mediation ; must I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred f The gods ! It smites me 
BeneaUi the fall I have. Prithee, go hence; 

[TbSsLKDCCS. 

Or I shall show the cinders of my spirits 

Through the ashes of my chance : — Wert thon a man, 

Thou wouldst have mercy on me. 

Cas, Forbear, Seleucus. 

[Exit SsLsncus. 

Cleo, Be it known that we^ the greatest, are mis- 
thought 
For things that others do ; and, when we fall. 
We answer others* merits in our name, 
Are therefore to be pitied. 

Ccts, Cleopatra^ 

Not what you have reserved, nor what acknowledged. 
Put we V die roll of conquest : still be it yours. 
Bestow it at your pleasure; and believe 
Caesar 's no merchant^ to make prize with you 
Of things that merchants sold. Therefor^ be cheerM; 
Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear queen ; 
For we intend so to dispose you, as 
» Modem— <xmmoa. 
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Yoanelf shall give ut couof d. Feed, and ileep : 
Our care and pity is so much upon you. 
That vre remain your friend : iknd so, adieu. 

Cleo. My master, and my lord 1 

C«s. Not so: Adieu. 

[Exeunt Gbsar and hia Train, 

Cleo. He wotds me, girls, he words me, that I should 
not 
Be noble to myself : but hark thee, Gharmian. 

[Whispers Gharhiam. 

Iras. Finish, good lady ; the bright day is done, 
And we are for the dark. 

Cleo. Hie thee again : 

I have spoke already, and it is provided ; 
Go, put it to the haste. 

Char. Madam, I will. 

Re-enter Dolabklla. 

Dol. Where is the queen? 

Char. Behold, sir. [Exit Gharmian. 

Cleo. Doiabdla? 

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your command, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 
I tell you this : Caesar through Syria 
Intends his journey } and, within three days. 
You with your children will he send before ; 
Make your best use of this : I have perform'd 
Your pleasure, and my promise. 

Cleo. Dolabella, 

I shall remain your debtor. 

Dol. I your servant. 

Adieu, good queen; I must attend on Caesar. 

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Dol.] Now, Iras, 
what think'st thou? 
Thou, an Egjrptian puppet, shalt be shown 
In Rome, as well as I : mechanic slaves 
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With giefltsy apronB, rules, and hammers, shall 
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths. 
Rank of gross diet, shsill we be enclouded, 
And iorc'd to drink their yapour. 

Iras. The gods forbid ! 

Cleo, Nay, 't is most certain, Iras : Saucy lictoro 
Will catch at us like strumpets ; and scald rhymers 
Ballad us out o* tune : the quick comedians 
Kxtemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels : Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness 
1' the posture of a whore. 

Iras. O the good gods ! 

Cleo. Nay, that is certain. 

Iras. I Ul never see it ; for, I am sure, my uails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 

Cleo. Why, that \ the way 

To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their most abisurd intents. — Now, Coarmiant — 

Enter Chakuian. 

Show me, my womoi, like a queen ; — (Jo fetch 

My best attires ; — I am again ibr Gydnus, 

To meet Mark Antony : — Sirrah, Iras, go. — 

Now, noble Chai-mian, we 11 despatch indeed : 

And, when thou hast done this chare, I '11 give thee 

leave 
To play till doomsday. Bring our crown and all. 
Wherefore *s this noise t [Exit Iras. A noise withitL 

Enter one of the Guard* 

Guard. Here is a rural fellow 

That will not be denied your highness^ presenc* ; 
He brings you figs. 
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Cleo. het him come in. What poor an instrament 

[Exii Guard. 
May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty. 
My resolution *a placed, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foot 
I am m^ffble-constant : now the fleeting moon 
No planet if of mine. 

Ite-^rUer Gruaid, toUh a Clown hringmg a basket. 

Guard. This is the man 

Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. {^Exit Guard. 

Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there, 
That kills and pains not? 

Clown. Truly I have him : but I would not be tlie 
party that should desire you to touch him, for his biting 
is immortal ; those tliat do die of it do seldom or never 
recover. 

Cleo. Remember'st thou any that have died on 'tt 

Clown. Very many, men and women too. 1 heard 
of one of them no longer than yesterday : a very honest 
woman, but something given to lie ; as a woman should 
not do, but in the way of honesty : bow she died of the 
biting of it, what pain she felt, — Truly, she makes a 
very good report o' the worm : But he that will believe 
all that they say, shall never be saved by half that 
they do : But this is most fallible^ the worm *8 an odd 
worm. . 

Cleo. Gret thee hence ; farewell. 

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm. 

Cleo. Farewell. [Clown sets doten the b€uk^. 

Clown. You must think this, look you, that the worm 
will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay ; farewell. 

Clown, Look you, the worm is not to be trusted, but 
in the keeping of wise people : for, indeed, there is no 
goodness in the worm. 
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CSbo. Take ihoa no care ; it ■hall be heeded. 

Cknon. Very good : give it nothing, I pray you, for 
it ia not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me? 

Clown, You must not think I am so simple, but I 
know the devil himielf will not eat a woman : I know 
that a woman ia a dish for the gods, if the deril dren 
her not. But, truly, these same whoreson devils do the 
gods great harm in their women ; for in erery ten that 
tiiey make, the devils mar five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell. 

ClotDiu Tes, forsooth ; I wish you joy of the worm. 

Re-enter Iras, toith a robe, crowns S^e. 

Cleo. Give me my lobe, nut on my crown ; I have 
Immortal longings in me : Now no more 
The juice of Egypt's grape shall moist this lip : — 
Yare, yarp, good Irafu; quick. — Methinks I hiear 
Antony call ; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act ; I hear him mock 
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath : Husband, I come: 
Now to that name my courage prove my title I 
I am fire and air ; my other elements 
I give to baser life. — So, — ^have you done 9 
Gome then, and take the last warmth of my line. 
Farewell, kind Charmian ; — ^Iras, long farewell. 

iKieses them. Iras falls and tket 
Have I the aspic in my lips? Dost fallf 
If thou and nature can so gently part, 
The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 
Which hurts, and is desired. Dost thou lie still t 
If thus thou vanishest, thou tell'st the world 
It is not worth leave-taking. 

Ckar. Dissolve^ thick cloud, and rain ; that I nay say, 
The gods themselves do weep ! 
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Cko, This proves me base : 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 
He 11 make demand of her ; and spend that kiss 
Which is my heaven to have. Gome, thou mortal wretch, 
[To the asp, which she allies to h«r breaat. 
With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate * 

Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool. 
Be angry, and despatch. O, couldst thou spmk I 
That I might hear thee call great CsBsar, ass 
Unpolicied ! 

Char. O eaitem star ! 

Cleo. Peace, peace ! 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast. 
That sucks the nurse asleep f 

Char. O, break ! O, break ! 

Cleo. As siveet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle, — 
O Antony ! — ^Nay, I will take thee too : — 

[Applying another asp to her arm. 
What should I stay — [Falls on a bed, and dies. 

Char. In this wild world? — So, fare thee well. — 
Now boast thee, Death ! in thy possession lies 
A lass unparallerd. — Downy windows, close ; 
And golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Of eyes again so royal ! Your crown 's awry ; 
1 11 mend it, and then play. 

Enter the Guard, rushing in. 

1 Guard, Where is the queen? 
Chttr. Speak softly, wake her not. 

1 Guard. Gsesar hatfa sent— 
Char. Too slow a messenger. 

[Applies the asp. 
O, come ; apace, despatch : I partly feel thee. 

1 Guard. Approach, ho! All 's not well ; Csesar *8 

beguiled. 

2 Guard. There 'i Dolabella sent from Caesar :— 

call him. 
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1 Guard, What work ii heret — Charmian, is thU 

well done ? 
Char. It is well done, and fitting forU princess 
Descended of so many loyal kings. 
Ah, soldier ! {Diea, 

Enter Dolabella. 

Dol. How goes it here ¥ 

2 Guard. All dead. 
Dol. CsBsar, thy thooghto 

Touch their effects in this : Thyself art coming 
To see performed the dreaded act which thou 
So sought'st to hiuder. 

WiSufin A way tliere, a way for CaBsar ! 

Enter Cjesar and Attendants. 

Dol. O, sir, you are too sure an augurer; 
That you did fear is done. ; , 

Cas. Bravest at the last : 

Slie levelVd at our purposes, and, being royal, . ' 

Took her own way. — The manner of their deaths ? ' i 

1 do not see them bleed. i 

DoL Who was last with them ? I | 

1 Guard. A simple countryman, that brought her I , 

figs. , I , 

Tills was his basket. I 

Cees. Poisoned then. 

1 Guard. O Caesar, i 

This Charmian liv'd but now ; she stood, and spake : I 

1 found her trimming up the diadem I 

On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood, | 

And on the sudden dropp'd. 1 

Ctea. O noble weakness!— ! | 

If they had swallowed poison 't would appear 
By external swelling : but she looks like sleep, 
As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace 
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DoL Here, on her breast, 

There is a vent of blood, and something blown : 
The like is on her arm. 

1 Guard. This is an aspic's trail : and these fig* 
leaves 
Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 

C6P8. Most probable, 

That so she died ; for her physician tells me 
She bath pursued conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die. — Take up her bed ; 
And bear her women from the monument ; — 
She shall be buried by her Antony : 
No grave upon the earth shall clip in it 
A pair so famous. High events as these 
Strike tliose that make them ; and their story is 
No less in pity than his glory, which 
Brought them to be laraenteiJ. Our army shall. 
In solemn show, attend this funeral : 
And then to Rome. — Gome, Dolabella, see 
High order in this great solemnity. [Exeunt, 
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The earliest edition, of which any copy is at present 
known, of * Titus Andronicus,' appeared in quarto, in 
1600, under the following title : — * The most lament- 
able Romaine Tragedie of Titus Andronicus. As it 
hath sundry times been playde by the Right Honour- 
able the Earle of Pembroke, the Earle of Darbie, the 
Earle of Sussex, and the Lord Chamberlaine theyre 
Servants. At London, printed by J. R. for Edward 
White, 1600/ 

In tlie folio collection of 1623 it appears under the 
title of * The lamentable Tragedy of Titus Andronicus/ 
It follows * Coriolanus,' and precedes * Romeo and Juliet.' 

The external evidence tliat bears upon the authorship 
of * Titus Andronicus ' is of two kinds : — 

1. The testimony which assigns the play to Shak- 
spere, wholly or in part. 

2. The testimony which fixes the period of its original 
pnMluction. 

The direct testimony of the first kind is unimpeach- 
able : Francis Meres, a contemporary, and probably 
a ftiend of Shakspere — a man intimately acquainted 
with the literary history of his day — ^not writing even 
in the later period of Shakspere's life, but as early as 
1598, — compares, for tragedy, the excellence of Shak- 
spere among the English, with Seneca among the 
Latins, and says, witness, "for tragedy, his 'Richard II., 

VOL. X. w 
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* Richard III./ « Henry IV.,' < King John,' ' Titus An- 
drcmicus/ and bis * Romeo and Juliet.' " 

The indirect testimony is nearly as important The 
play is printed in the first folio edition of the poet^s 
collected works — an edition published within seiren 
years after his death by bis intimate ii-iends and 
<' fellows ;^ and that edition contains an entire scene 
not found in either of the previous quarto editions 
which have come down to us. That edition does not 
contain a single other play upon which a doubt of the 
authorship has been raised ; for even those who deny the 
entire authorship of * Henry VI.* to Shakspere, have no 
doubt as to the partial authorship. 

We now come to the second point — the testimony 
which fixes the date of the original production of ' Titus 
Andronicus.* 

Ben Jonson, in the Induction to his ' Bartholomew 
Fair/ first acted in 1614, says — " He that will swear 
' Jeronimo/ or * Andronicus/ are the best plays yet, shall 
pass imexcepted at here, as a man whose judgment 
shows it is constant, and hath stood stiU these five-and- 
twenty or thirty years. Though it be an ignorance, it 
is a virtuous and staid ignorance ; and, next to truth, 
a confirmed error does well."* Percy offers the follow- 
ing comment upon this passage, in his ' Reliques of 
Ancient Poetry :' — ** There is reason to conclude that 
this play was rather improved by Shakespeare with a 
few fine touches of his pen, than originally written by 
him ; for, not to mention that the style is less figurative 
than his others generally are, this tragedy is mentioned 
with discredit in the Induction to Ben JonsoQ*s * Ba> 
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tholomew Fair,' in 1614, as one that had been then ex- 
hibited ' five-and-twenty ot thirty years ;* which, if we 
take the lowest number, throws it back to the year 1589, 
at which time Shakespeare was but 25 : an earlier date 
than can be found for any other of his pieces." It is 
scarcely necessary to point out, that vrith the views we 
have uniformly entertained as to the commencement of 
Shakspere's career as a dramatic author, the proof 
against his authorship of ' Titus Andronicus ^ thus brought 
forward by Percy is to us amongst the most convincing 
reasons for not hastily adopting the opinion that he was 
not its author. The external evidence of the author- 
flhip, and the external evidence of the date of the 
authorship, entirely coincide : each supports the otlier. 
The continuation of the argument derived from the 
early date of the play naturally runs into the internal 
evidence of its authenticity. The fact of its early date 
is indisputable. Accepting that fact, we are reconciled 
to the inferiority of tiiis play, compared with Shak- 
spere^B undoubted performances. Its revolting story, in 
the same way, appears such as a very young poet would 
not have rejected. It is easy to understand how Shak« 
spere, at the period when he first entered upon those 
labours whicli were to build up a glorious fabric out 
of materials that had been . previously used for the 
basest purposes, — without models, — at first, perhaps, 
not voluntarily choosing his task, but taking the busi- 
ness that lay before him lo as to command popular 
success, — ignorant, to a gteat degree, of the height and 
depth of his own intellectual resources, — ^not seeing, or 
dimly seeing, how poetry and philosophy were to 



d by Google 



854 INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 

derate and purify the common staple of the coarse 
drama about him, — it is easy to conceive how a story 
of fearful bloodshed should force itself upon him as a 
thing that he could work into something better than 
the dumb show and fiery words of his predecessors and 
contemporaries. It was in after-years that he had to 
create the tragedy of passion. Lamb has beautifully 
described Webster, as almost alone having the poirer 
" to move a horror skilfully, to touch a soul to the 
quick, to lay upon fear as much as it can bear, to wean 
and weary a life till it is ready to drop, and then step 
in with mortal instruments to take its last forfeit." 
Lamb adds, " writers of inferior genius mistake quantity 
for quality." The remark is quite true ; when examples 
of the higher tragedy are accessible, and when the 
people have learnt better than to require the grosser 
stimulant Before Webster had written * The Duchess 
of Malfi* and 'Vittoria Gorombona,* Shakspere had 
produced * Lear ' and * Othello.* But there were writers, 
not of inferior genius, who had committed the same mis- 
take as the author of * Titus Andronicus* — who use blood 
as they would " the paint of the property-man in the 
theatre." Need we mention other names than Marlowe 
andKydf 
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Saturnincst, S071 to the late Empe^-or of Rome, 

/4jif.ear$f Act I. sc. 1 ; se. 8. Act II. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. Act IV. k. 4. 

Act V. so. 3. 

Bassianus, brother to Saturn inus. 
Appearg, Act I. uc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act II. kc. i> ; ic. 3. 

Titus Andronicus, a r*oble lioman. 

Appears, Act I. !<c. 2. Act U. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. Act III. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. 

Act IV. ic. 1 ; sc. 3. Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. S. 

Marcus Andronicus, brot/tcr to Titus. 

Appwr$t Act 1. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act II. sc. 2 ; bc. 0. Act III. sc 1 ; 

sc. )t. Act IV. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. 

Lucius, son to Titus Andronicus. 

Appears. Act I. sc. 2. Act JI. sc. 2; sc. 4. Act III. sc. 1. 

Act V. sc. 1 ; S3. 3. 

QuiNTUS, son to Titus Andronicus. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 2; sc. 4. Act III. sc. 1. 

Martius, son to Titus Audrouicus. 
Appears, Act 1. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. Act III. sc. 1. 

MuTius, son to Titus Andronicus. 
Ajjpears, Act I. sc. 2. 

Young Lucius, a hoy^ son to Lucius. 

Appears, Act III. sc. 2. Act IV. sc. 1 ; sc. 2 ; sc. 3. 

Act V. sc- 3. 

PuBLius, son to Marcus the tribune. 
Appears, Act V. sc. 2. 

^ifiLxus, a noble Roman, 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 4. Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. 

Alarbus, son to Tamora. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 2. 

Chiron, son to Tamora. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2 ; sc. 3 ; sc. S« 

Act IV. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. Act V. sc. 2. 
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Demetrius, son to Tamora. 

AppeOTt, Act I. «c. 2. Actll. 8C. 1 ; sc. 2 ; ac. 3 ; EC a. 

Act IV. EC. a ; EC. 4. Act V. so. «. 

Aabon, a Moor. 

Appears, A.ctI.K. 2. Act II. sc. 1 ; ac. 3 ; ic. 4. Actlll.sc.l. 

Act IV. ic, 8. Act V. sc. I ; «c. 3. 

A Captain. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 2. 

A Tribune. 
Appears, Act V. sc. 3. 

A Messenger. 
Appears, Act III. sc. 1. 

A Clown. 
Appears, Act IV. ac. 3 ; sc. 4. 

Goths. 
Appear, Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 8. 

Romans. 
Appear, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. 

Tamora, Queen of the Goths, 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act II. ec 2 ; sc. 3 ; sc. 4. Act IV. se. 4. 

Act V. so. 8 i sc. 3. 

Lavinia, daughter to Titus Andronicus. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 2 ; sc. 8 ; sc. 6. Act III. sc 1 ; 

sc 2. Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. 

A Nurse. 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 2. 

A Black Child. 

Appears, Act IV. se. 2. Act V. ic. 1. 

Kinsmen o/ Titus, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 

SCENEj—RoMB, AND THE COUNTRY NEAR IT. 



d by Google 



TITUS ANDEONICUS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L— Rome. 



Flouriah. Enter the Tribunes and Senaton, cilqftf 
and then enter Saturninus and his Followers at 
one door, and Bassianvs and his Followers at the 
othef, with drum and colours. 

Sat, Noble patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the justice of my cause with arms; 
And, countrymen, my loving followers, 
Plead my successive title with your swords : 
I am his first-born son, that was the last 
That wore the imperial diadem of Rome : 
Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity, 

Bass* Romans, friends, followers, favourers of my 
right. 
If ever Bassianus, Ceesar's son. 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this passage to the Capitol ; 
And suffer not dishonour to approach 
Th' imperial seat ; to virtue consecrate. 
To justice, continence, and nobility : 
But let desert in pure election shine ; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus, aloftf with the crown. 

Marc, Princes, that strive by factions and by friends 
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Ambitiously f<M rule and empery, 

Kziow tiiat the people of Rome, for whom we stand 

A special party, have by common Toice, 

In election for the Roman empery, 

Chosen Andronicus, sumamed Piu% 

For many good and great deserts to Rome : 

A nobler man, a braver warrior, 

Lives not this day within the city walls. 

He by the senate is accited home, 

From weary wars against the barbarous Grolhs, 

That with his sons, a terror to our foei^ 

Hath yok'd a nation strong, trained up in arms« 

Ten years ate spent, since firot he undertook 

This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 

Our enemies' pride : five times he hath returned 

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 

In coffins lirom the field ; 

And now at last, laden with honour's spoils, 

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 

Let us entreat,— by honour of his name, 

Whom worthily you would have now succeed. 

And in the Capitol and senate's right, 

Whom you pretend to honour and adore, — 

That you withdraw you, and abate your strength ; 

Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should. 

Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to cahn my 



Bass, Marcus Andronicus, so I do afly 
In thy uprightness and integrity. 
And so I love and honour thee and thine; 
Thy noble brother Titus and his sons, 
And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all. 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament. 
That I will here dismiss my loving friends ; 
And to my fortunes and the people's favour 
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Commit my cause in balance to be weighed. 

[Exeunt Followers of Bassiancs. 
Sat. Friends, that Dave been thus forward in my 
right, 
I thank you all, and here dismiss you all ; 
.\iid to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

[Exeunt Followers 0/ Saturninus. 
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the gates and let me in. 
Baas. Tribunes, and roe, a poor competitor. 

[Flourish. Tkey go up into the Senate-hmtae 

SCENE II.— 7%e same. 
Enter a Captain, and others. 
Cap. Romans, make way : the good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome^s best champion, 
Successful in the battles that he fights, 
With honour and with fortune is retum'd, 
From where he circumscribed with his sword, 
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 

[Sound drums and trumpets, and then enter two of 
Titus' Sons. After them two Men hearing a coffin 
covered with black: then two other Sons. After 
them Titus Andronicus ; and theji Tauora, the 
Queen of Gotlis, and her ttoo Sons, Chiron and 
Dkmetrius, with Aaron the Moor, and othef'S, as 
many as can be. They set down the coffin, and 
Titus speaks. 

Tit. HaiJ, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds ! 
Lo, as the bark that hath discharg*d her fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the bay 
From whence at first she weigh'd her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs, 



Digitized by VjUU^IC 



8S0 TJTU8 ANDBONICUS. [Act I. 

To re-salute his country wiUi hu tears, 

Tears of tiue joy for his return to Rome. 

Thou great defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend ! 

Romans, of five-and-twenty valiant sons. 

Half of the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead! 

These that survive, let Rome reward with love : 

These that I bring unto their latest home. 

With burial amongst their ancestors. 

Here Goths have given me leave to sheath my sword. 

Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own, 

Why suffer^st thou thy sons, unburied yet. 

To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx ? 

Make way to lay Ihem by their brediren. 

[^TTtey open the tornb. 
There greet in silence, as the dead are wont. 
And sleep in peace, slain in your country^s wars : 
O sacred receptacle of my joys. 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility. 
How many sons of mine hast thou in store, 
That thou wilt never render to me more ! 

Luc, Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile. 
Ad manes Jratrum, sacrifice his flesh, 
Before this earthy prison of their bones ; 
That so the shadows be not unappeas^d. 
Nor we disturbed with prodigies on earth. 

Tit I give him you, the noblest that survives, 
The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tarn, Stay, Roman brethren, gracious conqueior, 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 
A mother*s tears in passion for her son ; 
And if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
O think my son to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome 
To beautify thy triumphs, and return 
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Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke } 
But must my aons be slaughtered in the itreeti, 
For raliant doings in their country^s cause? 
O, if to fight for king and commonweal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with Uood. 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods 9 
Draw near them then in being merciftd : 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 
Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-bom son. 

TiL Patient • yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are the bre&ren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive and dead, and for their brethren slain 
Ileligiously they ask a sacrifice : 
To this your son is mark'd, and die he must, 
T' appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him, and make a fire straight ; 
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood, 
Let 's hew his limbs, till they be clean consumed. 

\^Exeunt Titus' Sons toith Alabbvs. 

Tarn. O cruel, irreligious piety ! 

Chi, Was ever Scythia half so barbarous 9 

Demet Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Home. 
Alarbus goes to rest, and we survive 
To tremble under Titus' threatening look. 
Then, madam, stand resolved ; but hope withal, 
The self-same gods that arm'd the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian t3^ant in his tent, 
May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,) 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Enter the Sons qf Andronicus offain, 

Luc, See, lord and father, how we have peribrm*d 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus' limbs are lopp'd, 
* PaUmP-M a v«rb. 
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And entrails feed the sacrificing fire, 
Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky. 
Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren. 
And with loud ^larums welcome them to Rome. 

2V/. Let it be so, and let Androuicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[Flmirish. Sound trumpets, and they lay the 
coffin in the tomb. 
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
Rome's readiest champions, repose you here in rest. 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps : 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells, 
Here grow no damned grudges ; here are no storms. 
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep. 
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons. 

Enter Lavinia. 

Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long ; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 
Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render for my brethren's obsequies : 
And at tliy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth for thy return to Rome. 
bless me here with thy victorious hand. 
Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud. 

Tit, Kind Rome, thou hast thus lovingly reserved 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart I 
Lavinia, live ; outlive thy father's days, 
And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus, SATUUNmus, 
Bassianus, and others. 

Marc. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brollier, 

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome .' 

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brotli«r Marcus^ 
Marc. And welcome, nephews, from successful xnm. 

Vou that survive, and you that sleep in fame : 
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Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all. 
That in your country's service drew your swords. 
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp, 
That hath aspir d to Solon's happiness, 
And triumphs over chance in honour's bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 
Send thee by me, their tribute and their trust. 
This palb'ament ■ of white and spotless hue. 
And name thee in election for the empire, 
With these our late deceased emperor s sons : 
Be candidalus then, and put it on, 
And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

TU. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his that shakes for age and feebleness. 
What ! should I don this robe, and trouble you ? 
Be chosen with proclamations to-day, 
To-morrow yield up rule, resign my lif?, 
And set abroad new business for you all ? 
Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years, 
And led my country's strength successfully. 
And buried one-and-twenty valiant sons. 
Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms, 
In right and service of their noble country ; 
Give me a stafi^ of honour for mine age, 
Rmt not a sceptre to control the world ! 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it last. 

Marc. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the em* 
pery. 

Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou tell ? 

Tit. Patience, prince Saturninus. 

Sa!. Ramans, do mc righL 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor : 
Andronicus, would thou wert shipp'd to hell, 
Bather than rob me of the people's hearts. 
• PaU%ament—td\x* 
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it«j. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee ! 

Tit. Content thee^ prince, I will restore to thee 
The people's hearts, and wean them from themselves. 

Bass. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do till I die : 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 
I will most thankful be, and thanks to men 
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here, 
I ask your voices and your suffrages ; 
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus f 

Tribunes. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you : and this suit I make. 
That you create your emperor's eldest son. 
Lord Saturnine, whose virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome as Titan's rays on earth. 
And ripen justice in this commonweal : 
Then, if you will elect by my advice, 
Crown him, and say, " Long live our emperor !" 

Marc. With voices and applause of every sort. 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Satuminus Rome's great emperor; 
And say, " Long live our emperor. Saturnine T* 

[A long flourish, till they come down. 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts. 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleness : 
And for an onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make my empress, 
Rome's royal mistress, mistress of my heart, 
And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 
Tell me^ Andronicus, doth this motion please thee? 
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re. It doth, my worfhy lord ; and in thu match 
I hold me highly honoured of your grace. 
And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine, 
King and commander of our commonwreal, 
The wide world's emperor, do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners, — 
Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord i 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 
Mine honour^s ensigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life ! 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome shall record ; and when I do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

Tit» Now, madam, are you prisoner to an emperor ; 

[To Tamoua. 
To him that, for your honour and your state. 
Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat A goodly lady, trust me, of the hue 
That I would choose, were I to choose anew : 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance : 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change of 

cheer, 
Thou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 
Princely shall be thy usage every way. 
Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes : madam, he comforts you 
Can make you greater than the queen of Goths ; 
Lavinia, you are not displeas'd with this? 

Lav, Not I, my lord, sith true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia. Romans, let us go : 
Ransomless here we set our prisoners free. 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 

Bass. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 
[Seizinff Lavinia. 

Tit, How, sir? are you in earnest then, my lord! 
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Bass. Ay, noble Tittn, and resoVd withal 
To do myself this reason and this right 

Marc. Sttum cuiqtte is our RomaB justice : 
This prince in justice seizeth but his own. 

Luc, And that he will and shall, if Lucius live. 

TU. Traitors, avaunt!- where is the empcrar's guaidf 
Treason, my lord ! Lavinia is surprised. 

Sat, Surpris'd ! by whom ? 

Bass. By him that justly may 

Bear his betrothed from all the world away. 

[Exeunt Marcus and Bassxanus with Latiria. 

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
And with my sword I 11 keep Uiis door safe. 

[Exeunt Lucius, Quxntus, asid Martius. 

Tit. Follow, my lord, and 1 11 soon bring her back. 

Mut. My lord, you pass not here. 

Tit. What! villain boy, barr^st me my way in Borne f 

Mut. Help, Lucius, help! [TiTV9 kills him. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Ltu}. My lord, you are unjust, and more t^ian ao ; 
In wrongful quairel you have slain your son. 

Tit. Nor thou, lior he, five any sons of mine : 
My sons would never so dishimour me. 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the enil|)eror« 

Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his willi% 
That is another's lawful promised love. [Exit. 

Enter aloft the Emperor, toith Tamora and her two 
Sons, and Aaron the Moor. 

Sat, No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her not. 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 
I 11 trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once ; 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons. 
Confederates all, thus to dishonour me. 
Was none in Rome to make a stale but Satumine? 
Full well, AndroniGUS, 
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Agree tbeM deeds witli that proud brag of thine, 
That said'st, I begg'd the empire at thy hands. 

Tit. O monstrous I what reproachful words are these! 

Sat. But go thy ways ; go, give that changing piece 
To him that flourished for her with his sword : 
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 
One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons, 
To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. 

Tit These words are razors to my wounded heart. 

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of Goths, 
That, like the stately PhoBbe 'mongst her nymphs, 
Dost overshine the gallant'st dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas'd with this my sudden choice. 
Behold I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride. 
And will create thee empress of Rome. 
Speak, queen of Goths ; dost thou applaud my choice? 
And here I swear by all the Roman gods, — 
Sith priest and holy water are so near, ^ 
And tapers bum so bright, and everythmg 
In readmess for Hymeneus stand, — 
I will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead espous'd my bride along with me. 

Tarn. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I swear. 
If Satm-nine advance the queen of Cloths, 
She will a handmaid be to his desires, 
A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Sat. Ascend, fair queen. Pantheon: Lords, accompany 
Your noble emperor and his lovely bride. 
Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered : 
There shall we consummate our spousal rites. 

[Exeunt Sat. and hia Followers ; Tauora and 
her Sons ; Aaron and Goths. 

Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride j — 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone. 
Dishonoured thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 
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Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quxntus, and Martxus. 

Mare. O, Titiis, see ! O see what thou hast done ! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit No, foolish tribune, no : no son of mine,— 
Nor thou, nor these^ confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonoured all our family; 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons! 

Ltic. But let us give him burial as becomes : 
Give Mutius burial vrith our brethren. 

7Yf. Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tomb : 
This monument five hundred years hath stood. 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified : 
Here none but soldiers, and Rome's servitors, 
Repose in fame : none basely slain in brawls : 
Bury him where you can ; he comes not here 

Marc, My lord, this is impiety in you : 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him : 
He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quint, Mart. And shall, or him we will accompany. 

Tit. And shall! What villain was it spake that 
word! 

Quint. He that would vouch it in any place but here. 

Tit What ! would you bury him in my despite f 

Marc. No, noble Titus ; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my crest. 
And with these boys mine honour thou hast wounded : 
My foes I do repute you every one. 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Mart. He is not with himself; let us withdraw. 

Quint. Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried. 

^The Brother and the Sons kneel. 

Marc. Brother, for m that name doth nature plead. 

Quint. Father, and in that name doth nature s^ieak. 

Tit Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed. 

Marc. Renowned Titus, more than half my aoul! 
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Luc. Dear father, aoul and substance of us all ! 

Marc, Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue's nest, 
That died in honour and Lavinia's cause. 
Thou art a Boman, be not barbarous : 
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax, 
That slew himself: and wise Laertes' son 
J)id graciously plead for his funerals : 
Let not young Mutiiu then, that was thy joy. 
Be barred his entrance here. 

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise! 

The dismall'st day is this that e*er I saw. 
To be dishonoured by my sons in Rome : 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next 

[They put Mutius in the tomb. 

Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, witli thy 
friends. 
Till we vrith trophies do adorn thy tomb. 

[They aU kneel and aay^ 
No man shed tears for noble Mutius ; • 

He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 

[Exeunt all but Marcus and Titub. 

Marc, yiy lord, — to step out of these dreary 
dumps, — 
How comes it that the subtle queen of Groths 
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome 1 

T\t. 1 know not, Marcus : but I know it is ; 
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell ; 
Is she not then beliolding to the man 
That brought her for this high good turn so far f 
Yes ; and will nobly him remunerate. 

Enter the Emperor, Tamora and her two Sons, with 
the Moor, at one side ; enter at the other side, Bas- 
8IANUS and Lavinia, taith others. 

Sat. So, Bassianus, you have playM your prize I 
God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride! 
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Bass. And you of yours, my lord. I say no more^ 
Nor wish no less ; and so I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power, 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

Bass. Rape call you it, my lord, to seize my own, 
My true betrothed love, and now my wife I 
But let the laws of Rome determine all ; 
Meanwhile I am possessed of that is mine. 

Sat. 'T is good, sir ; you are very short with us; 
But, if we live, we '11 be as sharp with you. 

Bass. My lord, what I have done, as best I may 
Answer I must, and shall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know : 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman, lord Titus here. 
Is in opinion and in honour wronged, 
That, in the rescue of Lavinia, 
With his own hand did slay his yoimgest son, 
In seal to you, and highly moT'd to wrath. 
To be controlled in that he frankly gave. 
Receive him, then, to favour. Saturnine, 
That hath expressed himself, in all his deeds, 
A father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds s 
*T is thou, and those, that have dishonoured me. 
Rome, and the righteous heavens, be my judge. 
How I have lov'd and honoured Saturnine. 

Tain. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine, 
Then hear me speak, indifferently for all : 
And at my suit, sweet, f^ardon what is past. 

Sat. Vl'hat, madam I be dishonoured openly 
And basely put it up without revenge ? 

Tarn. Not so, my lord ; the gods of Rome forfend 
I should be author to dishonour you. 
But on mine honour, dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus' innocence in all : 
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Whose fury not dinembled speaks his griefs : 
Then, at my suit, look graciously on him : 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose ; 
Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart. 
My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at last ; 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : 
You are but newly planted in yoiu: throne ; 
Lest then the people, and patricians too, 
Upon a just survey take Titus' part, 
And so supplant us for ingratitude^ 
Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin. 
Yield at entreats, and then let me alone : 
I '11 find a day to massacre them all ; 
And raze their faction aud their family, 
The cruel father, and his traitorous sons, 
To whom I sued for my dear son's life ; 
And make them know, what 't is to let a queen 
Kneel in the streets, and beg for grace in vain. 

[The preceding fourteen lines are spoken aside. 
Come, come, sweet emperor ; come, Andronicus ; 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempst of thy angry frown. 

King. Rise, Titus, rise; my empress hath prevailed. 

Tit. I thank your majesty, and W, my lord. 
These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 

Tarn. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily. 
And must advise the emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ; 
And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 
That I have reconcil'd your friends and you. 
For you, prince Bassianus, I have pass'd 
My word and promise to the emperor, 
That you will oe more mild and tractable : 
And fear not, lords : and you, Lavinia, 
By my advice, all humbled on your knees. 
You shall ask pardon of bis majesty. 
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Luc. We do ; and vow to heayen, and to his higb- 
ness, 
Tliat what we did was mildly, as we might. 
Tendering our sister's honour and our own. 

Marc. That on mine honour here I do protest. 

Sat Away, and talk not ; trouble us no moce.— 

Tarn. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be 
friends : 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ; 
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy sake, and diy brother's her^ 
And at my lovely Tamora^s entreats, 
I do remit these young men^s heinous faults. 
Stand up. Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
I found a friend : and sure as death I sware, 
I would not part a bachelor from the priest. 
Come, if the emperor's court can feast two brides, 
You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends : 
This day shall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit To-morrow, an it please your majesty. 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me. 
With horn and hound, we '11 give yoiur grace bon-jour. 

Sat Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. [Exeunt 
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ACT II. 

SCENE 1— Rome. BefoftB ths Palace. 
Enter Aabon. 

Aaron, Now climbeth Tamora Oljrmpus' top, 
Safe out of Fortune^s shot; and sits aloft, 
Secure of thunder^s crack or lightning flash. 
Advanced above pale envy's threatening reach : 
As when the golcfen sim salutes the mom, 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, 
Grallops the zodiac in his glistering coach, 
And overlooks the highest peering hills ; 
So Tamora. 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 
And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress. 
And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Hast prisoner held, fetter'd in amorous chami^ 
And faster bound to Aaron's charming eyes 
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 
Away with slavish weeds and servile thoughts ! 
I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold^ 
To wait upon this new-made empress. 
To wait, said I? to wanton with this queen. 
This goddess, this Semiramis, this nymph, 
This syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And see his shipwrack, and his commonweal's. 
Hollo! what storm is thisf 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius, hrawng. 

Demet, Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants 
edge, 
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And manuen, to introde -whext I am giac'd ; 
And may, for aught thoa know^st, affected be. 

Chi. Demetrius, thou dost overween in all ; 
And so in this, to bear me down with braves. 
'T is not the difference of a year or two 
Makes me less gracious, or thee more fortunate; 
I am as able, and as fit, as thou, 
To serve, and to deserve my mistress^ grace ; 
And that my sword upon thee shall approve, 
And plead my passions for Lavinia s love. 

Aaron, Clubs, clubs ! these lovers will not keep tiie 
peace. 

Ihmet Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis'd. 
Gave you a dancing rapier by your side, 
Are you so desperate grown to threat your friends ? 
Go to ; have your lath glued within your sheath. 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I have. 
Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Demet. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave? [They dra«> 

Aaron. Why, how now, lords ? 

So near the emperor's palace dare you draw. 
And maintain such a quarrel openly ? 
Full well I wot tlie ground of all this gi-udge ; 
I would not for a million of gold 
The cause were known to them it most concerns. 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 
Be so dishonoured in the court of Home. 
For shame, put up. 

Demet Not I, till I have sheath'd 

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal, 
Thrust those reproachful speeches down his throat. 
That he hath breath'd in my dishonour here. # 

Chi. For that I am prepar'd, and full resolv'd. 
Foul spoken coward, that thund'rest with thy tongue. 
And with thy weapon nothing dar st perform, 

Aaron. Away, I say I 
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Now, by the gods that warlike Gotfat adore, 

This petty brabble will undo us all ! 

Why, lords, — and think you not how dangerous 

It is to jet upon a prince's right i 

What, is Lavinia then become so loose, 

Or Bassianus so degenerate, 

That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd 

Without controlment, justice, or revenge f 

Young lords, beware ; and should the empress know 

This discord's ground, the music would not please. 

Chi. I care not, I, knew she, and all the world, 
I love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Demet Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner 
choice: 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

Aarofi, Why, are ye madf or kno«( ye not, in 
Rome, 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook competitors in love i 
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths would I propose^ 
To achieve her whom I do love. 

Aaron. To achieve her, how f 

Demet. Why mak'st thou it so strange) 
She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 
She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov'd. 
What^ man ! more water glideth by tlie mill 
Than wots the miller of; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know : 
Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother. 
Better than he have worn Vulcan's badge. 

Aaron, Ay, and as good as Satuminus may. 

J^Miet. Then why should he despair that knows to 
court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality f 



d by Google 



S7« 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



[Act n. 



What, hast not tfaoa full often itrack a doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose ? ^ 

Aaron. Why^ then, it seems, some certain snatch 
or so 
Would senre your tains. 

CM. Ay, so the torn were lonr^d. 

Demet. Aaron, Iboa bait hit it. 

Aaron, Would yon bad bit it too^ 

Then should not we be tir^d with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, haik ye, and are you such fools 
To square for this? would it offend you then 
That both should speed f 

Chi, Fidth, not me. 

Demet, Nor me, so I were one. 

Aaron. For shame, be friends, and join for tiiat yon 
jar. 
^T is policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect^ and so must you resolve 
That what you cannot as you would acbiere 
You must perforce accomplish as you may : 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Layinia, Bassianus' love. 
A speedier course than lingering langnishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a solemn hunting is in band ; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies tnx^ : 
The forest walks are wide and spacious, 
And many unfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for rape and villainy : 
Single you thither then this dainty do^ 
And strike her home by force, if not by woids t 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empress, witbber sacred* wi^ 
To villainy and vengeance consecrate^ 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend ; 
And she shall file our engines with advice, 
* Sacnd~-ia fhe Latin senss, a o c Ti w f . 
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That will not suffer you to square yoorselres, 
But to your wishes* heig:ht advanee you both. 
The emperor^s court is like the house of fame, 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 
The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull : 
There speak, and strike, braye boys, and take your turns. 
There serve your lust, shadowed from heaYcn^s eye, 
And revel in Lavinia*s treasury. 

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 

Demet» Sit fas OMt nefas, till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits. 
Per Styga^ per manes vehor. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 11.--^ Forest, 

Enter Titus Andrgnicus, his three Sons, and Mar- 
cus, making a noise with hounds and horns. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the mom is bright and grey, 
The fields axe fragrant, and the woods are green ; 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay. 
And wake the emperor and his lovely bride, 
And rouse the prince, and ring a hunter^s peal, 
That all the court may echo with the noise. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 
To attend the emperor's person carefully : 
I have been troubled in my sleq) this night. 
But dawning day new comjfort hath inspired. 

Here a cry of hounds, and wind horns in a peal; then 
enter Saturninus, Tamora, Bassianus, Layinxa, 
Chiron, Dbmetriub, and their Attendants, 

THt, Many good morrows to your majesty; 
Madam, to you as many and as good. 
I promised your grace a hunter's -peaH* 

Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my lords ; 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 

Bass. Lavinia, how say you f 
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Lav, I tfty no : 

I have been broad awake two lioun and more. 

Sat. Come on, then ; hone and chariots let us have, 
And to our sport : madam, now shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting. 

Marc. I have dogs, my lord. 

Will rouse the proudest panther in the cbase^ 
And climb the highest promontory top. ^ 

Tie. And I have horse will follow where the game 
Makes way, and nm like swallows o'er the plain. 

Demet, Chiron, we himt not^ we^ with horse nor 
hound ; 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [ExemnL 

SCENE III.--7%e Forett 
Enter Aa&om. 

Aaron. He that had wit would think that IbadtXMM; 
To bury so much gold under a tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him that thinks of me so abjectly 
Know tliat this gold must coin a stratagem, 
Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villainy ; 
And so repose, sweet gold, for their umest. 
That have their alms out of the empress' ehest. 

Enter Tauoha. 

Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefore looklst thou aadt 
When everything doth make a gleeful boast f 
The birds chant melody on every bush ; 
The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sua ; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind. 
And make a checkered shadow on the ground : 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit. 
And, whilst the babbling echo mocks the haund% 
Replying duilly to the well-tmi'd homa^ 
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As if a double hunt were heard at once^ 

Let us sit down and mark their yelping noise : 

And, after conflict such as was supposed 

The wandering prince and Dido once enjoyed. 

When with a happy storm they were surprised, 

And curtained with a counsel-keeping cave, 

We may, each wreathed in the other's arms. 

Our pastimes done^ possess a golden slumber. 

While hounds, and horns, and sweet melodious birds, 

Be unto us as is a nurse's song 

Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 

Aaron. Madam, though Venus govern your desires, 
Saturn is dominator over mine : 
What signifies my deadly standing eyr. 
My silence and my cloudy melancholy, 
My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurls 
Even as an adder when she doth unroll 
To do some &tal execution ? 
No, madam, these are no venereal signs ; 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand. 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora, the empress of my soul. 
Which never hopes more heaven than rests in thee, 
This is the day of doom for Bassianus ; 
His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day ; 
Thy sons make pillage of her chastity, 
And wash their hands in Bassianus' blood. 
Seest thou this letter! take it up, I pray thee. 
And give the king this fiital-plotted scroll. 
Now question me no more ; we are espied : 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty. 
Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction. 

Enter Bassianus and Lavinia. 

Tarn. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than life! 
Aaron, No more^ great empress, Bassianus comes. 
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Be cross with him ; and I *U go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quanels, whatsoe'er they b«. 

Bom, Who have we here? Rome's zoyal ompiesi^ 
Unfurnished of our well«beseemiug troop? 
Or is it Dian, habited like her. 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves. 
To see the general hunting in this forest f 

Tarn. Saucy controller of our private steps, 
Had I the powei that some say Dian had. 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns as was Actteon's, and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art! 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle empress, 
*T is thought you have a goodly gift in homing. 
And to be doubted that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiments : 
Jove shield your husb£uid from his hounds to-day ; 
*T is pity they should take him for a stag. 

Bass. Believe me, queen, your swarth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue, 
Spotted, detested, and abominable. 
Why are you sequestered from all your train ? 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed, 
And wander'd hither to an obscure plot. 
Accompanied but wi& a barbarous Moor, 
If foul desire had not conducted you? 

Lav. And, being intercepted in your sport. 
Great reason that my noble lord be rated 
For sauciness ; I pray you, let us hence. 
And let her "joy her raven-colour'd love ; 
This valley fits the purpose passing welL 

Bass, The king, my brother, shall have notice of 
this. 

Lav» Ay, for these slips have made him noted long; 
Good king, to be so mightily abused ! 

Tarn. Why have J patience to endure all thiit 
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Enter GniROif and Demetrius. 

Vemet, How now, dear soTereign, and our gracious 
mother, 
'Why doth your highness look so pale and wan ? 

Tarn. Have I not reason, think you, to look pale f 
These two have 'tic'd me hither to this place, 
A barren detested vale, you see, it is ; 
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean. 
Overcome with moss and baleful mistletoe. 
Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds, 
Unless the nightly owl or fatal raven : 
And when they showed me this abhorred pit. 
They told me here, at dead time of the night, 
A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes. 
Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins^ , 

Would make such fearful and confused cries. 
As any mortal body, hearing i1^ 
Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly. 
No sooner had they told this hellish ta1e» 
But straight they told me they would bind me here, 
Unto the body of a dismal yew, 
And leave me to this miserable death. 
And then they call'd me foul adulteress, 
Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 
That ever ear did hear to such effect. 
And had you not by wondrotu fortune come. 
This vengeance on me had they executed : 
Revenge it, as you love your mother's life, 
Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 

Demet, This is a witness that I am thy son. 

[Stahs him, 

CM. And this for me struck home to show my 
strength. [Stabt him Hketoise, 

Lav, Ay, come, Semiramis, — ^nay, barbarous Ta- 
mora! 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own. 
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Tarn, Give me thy potiiaid; you shall know, my 
boys, 
Your mother's hand shall right your mother^s wrong. 

DemeU Stay, madam ; here is more belongs to her ; 
First thresh the com, then after bum the straw : 
This minion 9tood upon her chastity. 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
And, with that painted hope, braves your mightiness : 
And shall she carry this unto her grave ? 

Chi, And if she do, I would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole, 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust. 

Tarn, But when ye have the honey you desire. 
Let not this wasp outlive us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant you, madam, we will make that sure. 
Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice preserved honesty of youis. 

Lav, Ob, Tamora ! tliou bear'st a woman^s face~- 

Tarn, I will not hear her speak ; away with her! 

Lav, Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 

Demet, Listen, fair madam ; let it be yoiu: glory 
To see her tears, but be your heart to them 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav, When did the tiger's young ones teach the 
damf 
O, do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee* 
The milk thou suck'st from her did turn to marble ; 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny. 
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike ; 
X>o thou entreat her show a woman pity. [To Chiron. 

Chi, What! wouldst thou have me prove myself m 
bastard? 

Lav, 'T is trae ; the raven doth not hatch a lade ; 
Yet have I heard, — oh could I fhid it now ! — 
The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 
Some say that ravens foster forlorn children^ 
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Tlie whilst their own bixds famish in their nesti : 
Oh, be to roe, though thy hard heart say no, 
Nothing so kind, but sometlii ug pitiful ! 

Tarn. I know not what it means ; away with her. 

Lav. Oh let me teach thee ! For my father's sake, 
That gave thee life when well he might have slain Ihee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tarn. Hadst thou in person ne'er offended me, 
Evoi for his sake am I pitiless. 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain. 
To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent : 
Therefore, away with her, and use her as you will ; 
The worse to her, the better lov'd of me. 

Lav. Oh Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen, 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place : 
For 't is not life that I have begg'd so long ; 
Poor I was slain when Bassianus died. 

Tarn. What begg*st thou then ? fond woman, let roe go. 

Lav. *T is present death I beg ; and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 
Oh, keep me from their worse than killing lust. 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit, 
Where never man's eye may behold my body ; — 
Do thiS;, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tarn. So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee. 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

bemet. Away, for thou hast stay'd us here too long. 

Lav, No grace ! no womanhood ! Ah, beastly crea- 
ture, 
The blot and enemy to our general name ! 
Confusion fall 

Chi. NsLy, then 1 11 stop your mouth ; bring thou 
her husband : [Dragging off Lavinia. 

This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 

Tarn. Farewell, my sons; see that you make her 
sure: 

TOL. X. Y 
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Ne*er Im my hmxt know merry «heer mdeed, 

Till all the Andronici be mack away : 

Now will I hence to leek my lovely Moor, 

And let my spleenful bodb this trull defloor. [Exit, 

SCENE IV.--Tke Farat 
Enter Aabon, toith Quiiitvb and Martius. 

Aaron. Gome on, my lordt, the better foot beftm : 
Straight will I Iwing you to the loathsome pit, 
Where I espied the pmther fast asleep. 

Quint My sight u very doll, whate'er it bodes. 

Mart, And mine^ I promise you; were H not far 
shame, 
Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile. 

[MART./attt ini^^epU. 

Quint, What, art thoa &lleal What subtle hole is 
this, 
Whose mouth is co7er*d with rude growing briers, 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-iftied blood. 
As fresh as moming^s dew distiird on flowers t 
A very fatal place it seems to me : 
Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the ftiUt 

Mart. O brother, with the dismall'st object hurt^ 
That ever eye with sight made heart lament 

Aaro9i, [Aside.'] Now will I fetch the king to find 
them here. 
That he thereby may have a likely guess. 
How these were they that made away his brotiier. {Exit 

Mart, Why dost not comfort me and help me oat 
From this imhallow'd and blood-stained hole t 

Quint, I am surprised with an imcouth fear ; 
A chilling sweat o*errans my trembling joints ; 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see* 

Mart, To prove thou hast a true-divining beai^ 
Aaron and thou look down into this den, 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 
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Quint, Aaron if gone, and my compoisiooste heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise : 
O, tell me how it is, for ne'er tiU now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embmed here, 
All on a heap, like to a slaughtered lamb, 
In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quint. If it be dark, how dost thou know 't is hef 

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 
Which, like a taper in some monument. 
Doth shine upon the dead man's earthly cheeks. 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit: 
So pale did shine &e moon on 'Pjxamus, 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 
O, brother, help me with thy fainting hand,— 
If fear hath made thee fdint, as me it hath,— 
Out of this fell-devouring receptacle^ 
As hateful as Gocytns' misty mouth. 

Qidnt. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee 
out; 
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 
I may be pluck'd into the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus" grave. 
I have no strength to pluck thee to the bruik. 

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without thy help. 

Qidnt Thy hand once more ; I%ill not loose again, 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below : 
Thou canst not come to me, I come to thee. [Folk in. 

Enter Saturninus and Aaron. 

Sat Along with me :~-I '11 see what hole is her^ 
And what he is that now is leap'd into it 
Say, who art thou that lately didst descend 
Into this ^p^S hollow of the earth f 

Mart. The unhappy son of old Andiooioui^ 
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Brought hither in a most unlucky hour. 
To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 

Sat. My brother dead 9 I know thoa dost bat jest : 
He and his lady both are at the lodge, 
Upon the north side of this pleasant chase; 
*T is not an hour since I left him there. 

Mart. We know not where you left him all aliv^ 
But out, alas ! here have we found him dead. 

Enter Tamora, Andronxcus, and Lucius. 

Tarn. Where is my lord the king? 

Sat. Here, Tamora, though griev'd with killing grief. 

Tatn» Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 

Sat, Now to tlie bottom dost tiiou search my wound j 
Poor Bassianus here lies murthered. 

Tarn. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timeless tragedy ; 
And wonder greatly that man's face can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyraimy. 

l^She gives Saturnine a letter, 

Saturnimus reads i/ie letter. 

" An if we miss to meet him handsomely, — 
Sweet huntsman, Bassianus 't is we mean, — 
Do thou so much as dig the grave for liim ; 
Thou kuow'Kt our meuuiug : Look for tliy reward 
Among the nettles at th« eider-tree. 
Which overshadra the mouth of that same pit, 
Where we decrwd to bury Bassiauos. 
Do this, aud purchase us thy lasting friends." 

Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like? 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree : 
Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out. 
That shoidd have murthered Bassianus here. 

Aaron. My gmcious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, [to Titus] fell cuis of 
bloody kind, 
Have here beieft my brother of his life : 
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Sin, drag them from the pit unto the prison ; 
There let them bide until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tarn. What, are they in this pitf oh wondrous thing ! 
How easily murther is discovered ! 

Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee, 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed. 
That this fell fault of my accuraed sons, 
Accursed, if the fault be prov'd in them — 

Sat. If it be prov'd ! you see it is apparent. 
Who found this letter, Tamora, was it you ? 

Tarn. Andronicus himself did take it up. 

Tit. I did, ray lord ; yet let me be their bail : 
For by my father's reverent tomb I vow 
They shall be ready at your highness' will, 
To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them, see thou follow me. 
Some bring the murther'd body, some the murtherers : 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 
For, by my soul, were there worse end than death, 
That end upon them should be executed. 

Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the king : 
Fear not thy sons ; they shall do well enough. 

Tit, Gome, Lucius, come; stay not to talk with 
them. [Exeunt. 

SCENE v.— TAtf Forest. 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, Tier 
hands cut off, and her tongue cut out. 

Demet. So now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak, 
Who 't was that cut thy tongue and ravish*d thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning so, 
An if thy stumps will let thee play the scribe. 

Demet, See, how with signs and tokens she can 
scrowl. 

Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy hands. 
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Demet. She hath no toogae to call, nor hands to 

wash; 
And so, let *f leave her to her silent walks. 

Chi. An 't were my cause, I shcyold go hang myself. 
Demet. li thoa badst hands to help thee knit the 

cord. [Exeunt Demst. and Chi. 

Enter MUbcus, ^om Imntmg. 

Marc. Who is this f my niece^ that flies away w £ist f 
Cousin, a w(»d ; where is your husband f 
If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake me! 
If I do wake, some planet strike me down, 
That I may slumber in eternal sl^p ! 
Speak, gentle niece ; what stem ungentle hands 
Have lopp'd, and hew'tJ, and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches, those sweet ornaments 
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to sleep in. 
And might not gain so great a happiness 
As half thy love? why dost not speak to me f 
Alas, a crimson river of warm bloiod, 
Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind. 
Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips, 
Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
But sure some Terens hath defloured thee^ 
And, lest thou sbouldst detect him, cut thy tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn st away thy face for shame 1 
And, notwithstanding all thb loss of blood. 
As from a conduit with their issuing spouts. 
Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face, 
Blushing to be encountered with a cloud. 
Shall I speak for theef shall I say, 't is so? 
Oh that 1 knew thy heart, and knew the beast. 
That I might rail at him to ease my mind ! 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopped, 
Doth bum the heart to cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue. 
And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind. 
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But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 

A craftier Tereus hast thou met wiihal, 

And he. hath cut those pretty fingers off, 

That could have better sew'd than Philomel. 

Oh ! had the monster seen those lily hands 

Tremble like aspen-leaves upon a lute, 

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them, 

He would not then have touched them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heavenly harmony 

Which that sweet tongue hatii made, 

He would have dropped his knife, and fell asleep^ 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ; 

For such a sight will blind a father's eye : 

One hour's storm will diown the fragrant meads ; 

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes? 

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee ; 

Oh, could our mourning ea£e thy misery I [Exeunt 
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ACT III.. 

SCENE I.— Rome. A Street, 

Enter the Judges and Senaton, tnth Martius and 
QuiNTUs bound, passing on the stage to the place of 
exetmtion; and Tirv9 going before, pleading. 

Tit. Hear roe, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, stay ! 
For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed ; 
For all the frosty nights that I have watchM ; 
And for these bitter tears, which now you see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 
Be pitiful to my condemned sons, 
Whose souls are not corrupted, as 't is thought. 
For two-and-twenty sons I never wept, 
Because they died in honour's lofty bed. 
[Andronicus lies doton, and the Judges pass bti him 
For these, tribunes, in the dust I write 
My heart's deep languor, and my souPs sad tears : 
Let my tears stanch the earth's dry appetite ; 
My cons' sweet blood will make it shame and blush. 

[Exeu7it Senators, Tribunes, and Prisoners. 
O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain, 
That shall distil from these two ancient ruins, 
Than youthful April shall with all his showers. 
In summer's drought I '11 drop upon thee still ; 
In winter, with warm tears I *11 melt the snow. 
And keep eternal spring-time on tliy face. 
So thou refuse to drink my dear sons' blood. 

Enter Lucius, toith his weapon drattnu 
Oh, reverend tribunes ! oh, gentle^ aged men ! 
Unbind my sons, reverse tlie doom of death ; 
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And let me say, tliat never wept before, 
My tears are now prevailing orators ! 

Luc. Oh, noble father, you lament in rain ; 
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by. 
And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

Tit, Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead : 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you f 

Lue, My gracious lord, no tribune hears you speak. 

Tit. Why, 't is no matter, man ; if they did hear 
They would not mark me : oh, if they did hear, 
Tliey would not pity me : 

Therefore I tell my sorrows bootless to the stones. 
Who, though they cannot answer my distress, 
Yet in some sort they 're better than the tribunes. 
For that they will not intercept my tale : 
When I do weep, they, humbly at my feet, 
Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me ; 
And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Kome could afford no tribune like to these. 
A stone is as soft wax, trihunes more hard than stones ; 
A stone is silent, and offendeth not ; 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 
But wherefore stand'st thou with thy weapon drawn f 

Luc. To rescue my two brotliers from their death ; 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounced 
My everlasting doom of banishment 

Tit. Oh, happy man, they have befriended thee : 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive 
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers 1 
Tigers must prey ; and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine : how happy art thou, then. 
From these devourers to be banished I 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 

Enter Majicus and Layinia. 

Marc. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep, 
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break : 
I bring coiMuming sorrow to thine age. 
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Tit Will it oootome met Let me see it^ tben. 

Marc, Thii was tfay daughter. 

Tit, Wby, Marcus, sosbe is. 

Lue, Ah me 1 thie object Idlls me. 

Tit, Faint-hearted boy, arise and look upon her : 
Speak, Lavinia, what accnised hand 
Hath made thee handkss iu thy fatiior's sight! 
What fool hath added water to the seal 
Or brought a fagot to bright4iunmig Troy f 
My grief was at the height below thou cam'st, 
And now, like Nilus, it disdaineth bounds : 
Give me a sword, 1 11 chop off my hands too ; 
For they have fought for Borne, and all in vain ; 
And they have nun^d this woe, in feeding life ; 
In bootleu prayer have they been held up. 
And they have serv'd me to effectless use; 
Now all the service I require of them 
Is that the one will help to cut the other. 
T is w€^l, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands ; 
For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain. 

Luc, Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyr'd thee 9 

Marc. Oh, tluit delightful engine of her thoughts, 
That blabb'd them with such pleasing eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it song 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear. 

Lite. Oh, say thcu for her, who hath done this deedf 

Marc, Oh, thus I found her, straying in the park, 
Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer 
That hath received some tmrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my deer ; and he that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead : 
For now I stand as one upon a rock, 
EnvironM with a wilderness of sea, 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brimsh bowels swallow hio). 
This way to death my wretched sons are gone ; 
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Here stands my o*her son, a banisVd man ; 
And here my brotber, weeping at my woes: 
But that which gives my soul the greatest spurn 
Is dear Layinia, dearer than my soul. 
Had I but seen thy picture in this plight 
It would have madded me : what shall I do 
Now I behold thy lively body so? 
Thou hast no hands to wipe away thy tears, 
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyred thee : 
Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Tliy brothers are condemned, and dead by this. 
Iiook, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her ! 
When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey-de>v 
Upon a gathered lily almost wither'd. 

Marc, Perchance, she weeps because they kilVd her 
husband : 
Perchance, because she knows them innocent. 

Tit, If they did kill thy husband, tlien be joyftil, 
Because the law hath ta'en revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do so foul a deed ; 
Witness the sorrow that their sister makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips, 
Or make some sign how I may do thee ease : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain, 
Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain'd like meadows yet not dry 
With miry slime left on them by a flood ? 
And in the fountain shall we gaze so long 
Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness. 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 
Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine? 
Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
Pass the remainder of our hateful days ? 
What shall we do ? let us that have our tongues 
Plot some device of further misery 
To make us wondered at in tine to come. 
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Luc, Sweet iatbcr^ cease your tears; for at your 
grief 
See how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Marc, Patience, dear niece; good Titus, dry thine 
eyes. 

7T*. Ah, Marcus, Marcus I brother, well I wote 
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine. 
For thou, poor man, hast drowned it with thine own. 

Luc, Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 

JHt, Mark, Marcus, mark ! I wulerstand her signs : 
Had she a tongue to speak, now would she say 
That to her brother which I said to thee. 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet. 
Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 
Oh, what a sympathy of woe is this ; 
As far from help as limbo is from bliss ! 

Enter Aaron. 

Aaron. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word, that if thou love thy sons. 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop oflf your hand, 
And send it to the king : he, for the same, 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive, 
And that shall be the ransom for their fault. 

Tit. Oh, gracious emperor ! oh, gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven sing so like a lark, 
That gives sweet tidings of the sun^s uprise ? 
With all my heart, I '11 send the emperor my hand : 
Grood Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Ltic, Stay, father ; for tnat noble hand of thine. 
That hath thrown down so many enemies, 
Sliall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn : 
My youth can better spare my blood tlian you. 
And therefore mine shall save my brothers' lives. 

Marc. Which of your hands hath not defended 
Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-axe, 
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Writing destruction on tlie enemy*8 castle t* 
Oh, none of both but are of high desert : 
My hand hath been but idle : let it serve 
To ransom my two nephews from their" death, 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aaron. Nay, come, agree whose hand shall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Marc. My hand shall go. 

Ltic. By heaven, it shall not go ! 

Tit. Sirs, strive no more ; such withered herbs as these 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Ltic. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son. 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Marc, And for our father's sake, and mother's care, 
Now let me show a brother's love to thee. 

Tit. Agree between you ; I will spare my hand. 

Lite. Then I '11 go fetch an axe. 

Marc. But I will use the axe. 

[Exeunt Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit. Come hither, Aaron ; I '11 deceive them both : 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

Aaron. If that be caird deceit, I will be honest, 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : 
But I ^11 deceive you in another sort. 
And that you '11 say, ere half an hour pass. [Aside* 
[He cuts off TiTUs'a hand. 

Enter Lucius and Marcus. 

TU. Now, stay your strife : what shall be is dea- 
patch'd : 
CtooA Aaron, give his majesty my hand, 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers : bid him bury it : 
More hath it merited, that let it have. 
As for my sons, say I account of them 

« Castle. Theobald changed this to casque. It is probably 
put for stronghold, power. 
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As jewels piircba«*d at an easy price; ^ 

And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aaron, I go» Andionicus; and, for tby hand. 
Look by-and-by to have thy sons with thee. 
Their heads I mean : oh, how ibis villainy [Aside, 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it I 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for graces 
Aaron will have his soul black like his fiiioe. [ExiL 

Tit, Oh, here I lift this one hand up to heaven. 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth : 
If any power pities wretched tears, 
To that I call : What, wilt thou kneel with mef 

[7b Latikia. 
Do^ then, dear heart, for heaven shall hear our prayers, 
Or with our sighs we "11 breathe the welkin dim, 
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds. 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mare. Oh brother, speak with possibilities, 
And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit, Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom t 
Then be my passions bottomless with them. 

Marc, But yet, let reason govern (by lament. 

Tit. If there were reason for these miseries, 
Then into limits could I bind my woes : 
W^hen heaven doth weep, doth not the earth oVflowf 
If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad, 
Threat'ning the welkin with his big-swoll'n face I 
And wilt tbou have a reason for this coil f 
I am the sea. Hark how her sighs do blow : 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 
Then must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 
Then must my earth with her continual teaiv 
Become a deluge, overflow^ and drowned : 
For why? my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
But like a drunkard must I vomit them. 
Then give me leave, for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 
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Enter a Messenger toith two heads and a hand, 

Messen, Worthy Andnmiciu, ill art tiiou repaid 
For that good haad thou sent'st the emperor ; 
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons, 
And here 's thy hand in scorn to thee sent back : 
Thy griefs their sports : thy resolution mock'd : 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my father's death. [Exii, 

Marc. Now let hot ^^Btna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell : 
These miseries are more than may be borne. 
To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal ; 
But sorrow- flouted at is double death. 

Lue, Ah, that this sight should make so deep a wound. 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 
That eyer death should let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 

[LAYXiaA kisses Titus. 

Mare* Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless, 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

TU, When will this fearful slumber have an end t 

Marc, Now farewell flattery : Die Andronicus ; 
Thou dost not slumber : see thy two sons* heads, 
Thy warlike hand ; thy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other banish'd son with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image^ cold and numb. 
Ah, now no more will I control my griefs : 
Rend off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes : 
Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still f 

Tit, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Marc, Why dost thou laugh t it fits not with this 
hour. 

Tit, Why, I have not another tear to shed : 
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Besides, thU sorrow it an enemy, 

And would uaorp npon my watery eyes^ 

And make them blind with tributary tears. 

Then, which way shall I find revengers c&vel 

Fur these two heads do seem to speak to me, 

And threat me, I shall never come to bliss, 

Till all these mischiefs be returned again. 

Even in their throats that have oommitteil them. 

Gome, let me see what task I have to do. 

You heavy people, circle me about. 

That I may turn me to each one of yon, 

And swear unto my soul to right your wrongt. 

Ttie vow is made. Gome, brother, take a lioid. 

And in this hand the other will I bear. 

And, Laviuia, thou shalt be employ'd in these tftungs. 

Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy teeth : 

As for thee, boy, go get thee from my sight ; 

Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay : 

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there ; 

And if you love me, as I think you do, 

Let 's kiss and part, for we have much to do. 

[Exeunt Titus, Marcus, ttnd Layinia- 
Luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father ; 
The wofulFst man that ever liv'd in Rome : 
Farewell, proud Rome, till Lucius come again : 
He leaves his pledges, dearer than his life. 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister : 
O, would tiiou weit as thou tofore hast been ! 
But now, nor Lucius, nor Lavinia, lives 
But in oblivion and hateful griefe : 
If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs, 
And make proud Saturnine and his empress 
Beg at the gates like Tarquin and his queen. 
Now will I to the Groths, and raise a power, 
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. lExU Luciui. 
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SCENE IL-^A Room in Titus's Bom*. A Banquet 
setottt.*' 

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and Young 
Lucius, a boy. 

Tit. So, so ; novr sit: and look you eat no more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in us 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot; 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our lianib. 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breast ; 
And when my heart, all mad with misery. 
Beats, in this hollow prison of my flesh, 
Then thus I thump it down. — 
Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs ! 

[To Layinia. 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beatin^i^. 
Thou canst xtot strike it thus to make it still. 
Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 
Or get some little knife between thy teeth, 
And just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let full 
May run into that sink, and, soaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Marc. Fie» brother, fie ! teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. How now ! has sorrow made thee dote already f 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 
What violent hands can she lay on her life ? 
Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands ; — 

*• This scene is only found in the folio of 1C23. Johnson 
iayrf it ** does not contribute anything to the action." The 
pool no doubt felt that after such tumultttous action repose was 
wantmg. 

VOL. X. z 
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To bid .^neas tell the tale twice o'er. 
How Troy was buxnl^ and he made miteiable t 
O, handle not the theme^ to talk of hands ; 
Lest we remember still that we have none.-~ 
Fie, fie, how iiranticly I square my talk ! 
As if we should forget we had no hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands In- 
come, let *s ikll to ; and, gentle girl, eat this >-* 
Here is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what she says ;— 
I can interpret all her martyred signs ;•— 
She says she drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew'd with her sorrows, mesh'd upon her cheeks >— 
Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thoi^t ; 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect 
As begging hermits in their holy prayers : 
Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign, 
But I, of these, will wrest an alphabet^ 
And, by still practice, learn to know ihy meaning. 

Boy. Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep laments : 
Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. 

Marc, Alas, the tender boy, in passion mov*d, 
Doth weep to see his grandsire's heaviness. 

Tit. Peace, tender sapling ; thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. — 

[Marcus strikes the dish with a knife. 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife f 

Marc, At that that I have kilFd, my lord ; a fly. 

Tit. Out on thee, murtherer ! thou kill*8t my heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death, done on the innocent, 
Becomes not Titus* bmther : Get thee gone ; 
I see thou art not for my company. 

Marc, Alas, my lord, I have but kill*d a fly. 

Tit, But how, if that fly had a father and mother f 
How would he hang his slender gilded wings, 
And buzz lamenting doings in t^ air ! 
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Poor harmless fly ! 

That, with his pretty buzzing melody, 

Came here to make us merry ; and thou hast kill'd him. 

Marc. Pardon me, sir ; 't was a black ill-favour'd fly, 
Like to the empress' Moor ; therefore 1 kill*d him. 

Tit, O, O, O, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou hast done a charitable deed. 
Gire me thy knife, I will insult on him ; 
Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor ; 
Come hither purposely to poison me.— r 
There 's for thyself, and that 's for Tamora. — 
Ah, sirrah! 

Yety I think we are not brought so low. 
But that, between us, we can kill a fly, 
That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mare, Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought on him, 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 

2V*. Come, take away. — Lavinia, go with me : 
I '11 to thy closet ; and go read with thee 
Sad stories, chanced in tiie times of old. — 
Come, boy, and go with me ; thy sight is young, 
And thou shalt read, when mine begins to dazzle. 

\Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE 1.— Before Titus'* Boute, 

Enter Titus aiid Marous ; tlien Young Lucxtrs, and 
Lavinia miming after him, the boy flying from 
her with his books under his arm. 

Boy. Help, grandsire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me everywhere, I knov not why. 
Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes I 
Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Marc, Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thy annt 

Tit. She loi'es thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 

Boy. Ay, when my father was in Borne she did. 

Marc. What means my niece Lavinia by these signs t 

Tit. Fear her not, Lucius : somewhat doth she mean. 
Sec, Lucius, se^ how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ay, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her son than she hath read to thee. 
Sweet poetry, and Tully's Orator : 
Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus ? 

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guess, 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her : 
For I have heard my grandsire say full oft, 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad : 
And I have read that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorrow : That made me to fear; 
Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth : 
Which made me down to tiirow my books, and fly. 
Causeless, perhaps : but pardon me, sweet aunt : 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go^ 
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I will most williDgly attend your ladyship. 

Marc. Lucius, I will. [Lavinia turns over the 

books which Lucius has let fall. 

Tit, How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this 1 
Some book there is that she desires to see : 
Which is it, girl, of these ? open them, boy. 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill'd : 
Come, and take choice of all my library ; 
And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn*d contriver of this deed. 
What book! 
Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus ? 

Marc. I think she means that there was more than one 
Confederate in the fact ; — ay, more there was : 
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 

3% Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so? 

2?oy. Grandsire, 't is Ovid's Metamorphoses ; 
My mother gave it me. 

Marc. For love of her that 's gone, 
Perhaps, she cuU'd it from among the rest 

Tit. Soft ! How busily she turns the leaves ! 
Help her. : what would she find ? Lavinia, shall I read ? 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel, 
And treats of Tereus' treason and his rai}e ; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Marc. See, brother, see; note how she quotes* the 
leaves. 

Tit. Lavinia, wert tliou thus surprised, sweet girl, 
Ravish'd and wrong'd as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy wooils ? 
See, see ! Ay, such a place there is where we did hunt, 
(O had we never, never hunted there !) 
Patterned by that the poet here describes. 
By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O, why should nature build so foul a den. 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies? 

^ Quotes—ohsetyeBi searches through. 
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Tit. Give signi, tweet girl,— >for hat an none but 
friend^*^ 
What RomaB lonl it wae dont do the deed ? 
Or slunk not Satumioe, as Taiqnin ent, 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed. 

Marc, Sit down, sweet nieoe; brother, sit down by 
me. 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inspire me that I may this treason find. 
My lord, look here; look here, Lavinia. 

iHe torites hit name with hit ttaff^ and gmdet 
it with feet and mouth. 
This sandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canst. 
This, after me. I have writ my name. 
Without the help of any hand at aU. 
Cursed be that heart that forced lis to this shift ! 
Write thou, good niece, and here display at last, 
What God will have discovered for revenge. 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain. 
That we may know the traitors and the trutii ! 

[She tdket the staff in her month, and ffuidet 
it with her ttwnpty and writes,- 

Tit Oh, do ye read, my lord» what she hatb writt 
" Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrios." 

Marc, What, what! the lostfal sods of Tamora, 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed! 

Tit, Magni Dominator poliy 
Tarn lentut audit tcelerat tarn lentus vides f 

Marc. Oh, calm thee, gentle lord ; although I know 
There is enough written upon this earth 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts. 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia, kneel ; 
And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope ; 
And swear with me, — as with the woful feie,* 
And father of that chaste dishonoar'd dame, 

* Fere m companion, and hen a htuband. 
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Lord Junius Bratui sware for Lucreee^ r&pe,— 
That we will proiecute, by good advice, 
Mortal reyeuge upon thew traitorous Ooths, 
And see their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit, T is sure enough, an you knew how ; 
But if you hunt these bear-whelps, then beware : 
1^ dsAtt will wake^ and if she wind you once, 
She 's with the lion deeply still in league, 
And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back. 
And when he sleeps will soe do what she list. 
You are a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it alone ; 
And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass, 
And with a gad of steel will write these words, 
And lay it by : the angry northern wind 
Will blow these sands like Sibyls' leaves abroad, 
And where 's your lesson then? Boy, what say you 1 

Boy, I say, my lord, that if I were a man. 
Their mother's bed chamber should" not be safe. 
For these bad bondmen to tlie yoke of Rome. 

Mcerc. Ay, that 's my boy ; thy father hath full oft 
For his ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And, uncle, so will I, an if I live. 

Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury ; 
Lucius, 1 11 fit thee ; and withal my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress' sons 
Presents that I intend to send them both : 
Come, come, thou It do thy message, wilt thou not? 

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grandsirc. 

Tit, No, boy, not so ; 1 11 teach thee another course. 
Lavinia, come ; Marcus, look to my house; 
Lucius and 1 11 go brave it at the court : 
Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we 11 be waited on. 

[Exeimt TiTiJs, Lavinia, and Boy. 

Marc, O heavens ! can you hear a good man groan. 
And not relent, or not compassion him? 
Marcus, attend him in his extcuy. 
That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart. 
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Than foenieii*s marks upon his batler'd shield ; 

But yet so just, that be will not revenge : 

Revenge the heavens for old Andnmicus. [Exit* 

SCENE 11.^^ Room in the Palace. 

Enter Aaron, Chiroit, and Dbmbtrfus at one door; 
at another door Young Lucius and Attendant, toi^ 
a bundle of toeapons, and verses written tqnm them, 

Chi, Demetrius, here ^s the son of Lucius ; 
He hath some message to deliver us. 

Aaron, Ay, some mad message from his mad grand- 
father. 

Boy. My lords, with all the humbleness I may, 
I greet your honours from Andronicus; 
And ynj the Roman gods confound you both. \^Asidc. 

Demet. Gramercy, lovely Lucius, what ^s the news? 

Boy, That you are both deciphered, tliat *8 the news, 
For villains mark'd with rape lAside^, May it please 

you. 
My grandsire, well advis'd, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of his armoury. 
To gratify your honourable youth. 
The hope of Rome ; for so he bad me say :* 
Aud so I do, and with his gifts present 
Your lordships, that, whenever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well, 
Aud so I leave you both : lAsiile'] like bloody villains. 
[Exeunt Boy and Attendant 

Demet, What ^s here? a scroll; and written round 
about t 
Let 's see : 

" Integer vitce seeUrisque purus, 
Kon egct Mauri jaculttSf nee arcu^ 

Chi. O 't is a verse in Horace ; I know it well : 
I read it in the grammar long ago. 
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Aaron, Ay, just a veise in Horace;* ng^t, you 
have it. 
Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! 
Here 's no sound jest! the old man hath found their 

guilt, 
And sends the weapons wrapped about witli lines, 
Tiiat wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick : 
But were our witty empress well a-foot. 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit. 
Hut let her rest in her unrest awhile. [ 77mj preceding 
seven lines are spoken aside. 
And now, young lords, was 't not a happy star 
lied us to Rome, strangers, and more than so, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height i 
It did me good, before the palace gate, 
To brave tlie tribune in his brother's hearing. 

Demet. But me more good, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate, and send us gifts. 

Aaron. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius? 
Did you not use his daughter very friendly ¥ 

Demet. I would we had a thousand Roman damos 
At such a bay by turn to serve our lust. 

Chi. A charitable wish, and full of love. 

Aaron. Here lacks but your mother for to say 
Amen. 

Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand more. 

Demet. Come, let us go, and pray to all the gods. 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Aaro7i, Pray to the devils ; the gods have given us over* 
[^Aside. Trumpets sound. 

Demet. Why do the emperors trumpets flourish 
thusi 

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 

Demet. Soft; who comes here ? 

» Ay, just a verte in Horace— merely a verse in Horace. The 
commun punctuation is, " Ay, just ! A vorsn," &c. 
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BtUer Kune, with a blackamoor child, 

Nurae, Good xnoirow, lordi ; 
O, tell me^ did yoa Me Aanm, the Moort 

Aaron. Well, more, or less, or ne^er a whit at all. 
Here Aaron is ; and what witli Aaron now f 

Nurse. O gentle Aaron, we aie all undone I 
Now help^ or woe betide thee erermoie ! 

Aaron, Why, what a caterwattling dost thoa keep! 
What dost thou wrap and fbmble in thine annit 

Nur$e, O, tiiat which I would hide from heaven^s 
eye,— 
Our empress* shame, and stately Rome^s disgmoe; 
She is delivered, lords, she is delirer'd* 

Aaron, To whom? 

Nurae. I mean she is brought a^^ied. 

Aaron. Well, Qod give her good rest! What bath 
he sent her f 

Nurae. A devil. 

Aaron, Why, then she is the deyiVs dam ; a joyful 
issue. 

Nurae. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful issue: 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad. 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime. 
The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal, 
And bids thee christen it wi& thy daggo's point 

Aaron. Out, you whore ! is black so base a hue? 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom sure. 

Demet. Villain, what hast thou done I 

Aaron, That which thou canst not undo. 

Chi. Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aaron. Villain, I have done thy mother. 

Demet And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to her chance, and damned her loathed <^ioa! 
Accursed the ofibpring of so foul a fiend. 

Chi, It shall not live. 

Aaron. It shall not die. 
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Nwr*t. Aaron, it must ; the mother wills it so. 

Aaron. What! must it, nurse f Then let no man 
but I 
Do execution on my flesh and blood. 

Dem^' 1 11 broach the tadpole on my rapier's point : 
Nurse, give it me; my sword shall soon despatch it 

Aaron, Sooner this sword shall plough thy bowels up. 
VTdkea ike Child /rom the Nurse. 
Stay, murtherous villains, will you kill your brother? 
Now, by the burning tapers of Ihe sky, 
That shone so brighdy when this boy was got. 
He dies upon my scimitar*s sharp point 
That touches this my flrat-bom son and heir. 
I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus, 
With all his threatening band of Typhon's brood, 
Nor gteat Alcides, nor the god of war, 
Shall seize this prey out of his father^s hands. 
What, what ! ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys ! 
Ye white-lim'd walls! ye ale-house painted signs! 
Goal-black is better than another hue. 
In that it scorns to bear another hue : 
For all the water in the ocean 
Can never turn the swan's black legs to white. 
Although she lave them hourly in the flood : 
Tell the empress from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own, excuse it how she can. 

Demet Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus? 

Aaron. My mistress is my mistress ; this, myself; 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 
This before all the world do I prefer ; 
This, maugre all the world, will I keep safe, 
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 

Demet. By this our mother is for ever shanCd. 

Chi. Rome will despise her for this foul escape. 

Nurse. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her deatli. 

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignominy. 

Aarof^. Why, there 's the privilege your beauty bears ; 
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Fie, treachoxras hue, that will betray with bluflhiag 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart : 
Here *8 a young lad framed of another leer.* 
Look, how the black slave smiles upon the lather, 
As who sliould say, '< Old lad, I axn tliine own." 
He is your brother, lords, sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you ; 
And from that womb, where you impris(xi'd were. 
He is enfranchised and come to light : 
Nay, he is your brother by the surer side. 
Although my seal be stamped in his fitce. 

Nurse. Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress? 

VemeL Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all subscribe to tiiy advice: 
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aaron. Then sit we down, and let us all consult, 
My son and I will have the wind of you : 
Keep there ; now talk at pleasure of your safety. 

Demet. How many women saw this child of his? 

Aaron. Why, so, brave lords: When we join in 
league 
I am aiamb ; but if you brave the Moor, 
The chafed boar, the mountain lioness, 
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms : 
But say, again, how many saw the child ? 

Nurse. Cornelia the midwife^ and myself. 
And no one else but the delivered empress. 

Aaron. The empress, the midwife, and yourself: 
Two may keep counsel when the third 's away : 
Gro to the empress, tell her this I said : [He kUU her. 
Weke, weke — ^so cries a pig prepared to the spit 

Demet What meanest thou, Aaron, whereioce di4vt 
thou thb ? 

Aaron. Oh, lord, sir, 't is a deed of policy ; 
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours? 
A long-tongued babbling gossip ! No, lords, no : 
* Z'f^— comptexion/htie. 
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And now be it knoAvn to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman ; 
His wife but yesternight was brought to bed ; 
liis child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack " with him, and give the mother gold. 
And tell them both the circumstance of all, 
And how by this their child shall be advanc'd. 
And be received for the emperor's heir. 
And substituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this tempest whirling in the court ; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hai-k ye, lords; ye see I have given her physic, 

iPointing to the Nurse. 
And you must needs bestow her funeral ; 
The lields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 
This done, see that you take no longer da^/s. 
But send the midwife presently to me. 
The midwife and the nurse well made away. 
Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi, Aaron, I see tliou wilt not trust the air with 
secrets. 

Demet. For this care of Tamora, 
Herself and hers are highly bound to thee. 

[^Exeunt Deicbt. and Chi., bearhig off the Nurse* 

Aaron. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies ; 
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms, 
And secretly to greet the empress^ friends : 
Come on, you thick-lipp'd slave, I *11 bear you henoe; 
For it is you that puts us to our shifts : 
I '11 make you feed on berries, and on roots. 
And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat. 
And cabin in a cave, and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Exit, 

• Pcicft— contrive— ^arrange. 
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SCENE IXL-^ApubHc Place in iU)nie. 

Enter Tixug, Marcus, Young Lucius, and other 
Gentlemen, toith boiDs, and Titus bear$ the arrotm 
toith letter* on them* 

Tit. Come,Marciu; cofm«^kiiiitiiai| tliisntlieipfty: 
Sir boy, let me see your archery; 
Look ye draw home enough, and 't is there straight. 
Terrae Astrtea reliquii, be you remembered, Marena. 
She ^8 gone, she ^s fled. Sirs, take you to yoox tools; 
You, cousins, shall go sound the ocean, 
And cast your nets. Happily, you may find her in the 

sea; 
Yet there *s as little justice as at land : 
No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it ; 
'T is you must dig with mattock and willi spadc^ 
And pierce tht inmost centre of the earth ; 
Then, when you come to Pluto^s region, 
I pray yon, deliver him this petition ; 
Tell him it is for justice and for aid, 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Romei. 
Ah, Rome ! well, well, I made thee miserable 
What time I threw the people's sufirages 
On him that thus doth tyrannise o'er me. 
Go, get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a man-of-war unsearch^d : 
This wicked emperor may have shipped her hence; 
And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Marc. O, Publius, is not this a heavy ease, 
To see thy noble uncle thus distract 9 

Pub, Therefore, my lords, it highly us c(meeni% 
By day and night f attend him carefully ; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till time beget some careful remedy. 

Marc, Kinsmen^ his sorrows are past lemedy. 
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Join with the Goths, and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius, how now f how now, my masters % 
What, have you met with her ? 

Ptj), No, my good lord; but Pluto sends you word. 
If you will have revenge from hell you shall : 
Marry, for Justice she is so employed. 
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else. 
So that p^orce you must needs stay a time. 

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays. 
I '11 dive into the burning lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
Marcus, we are but shrubs ; no cedars we, 
No big-bon'd men, fiam'd of the Cyclops' size ; 
But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back, 
Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can bear : 
And sith there is no justice in earth nor hell, 
We will solicit heaven, and move the gods. 
To send down justice for to wreak our wrongs. 
Come to this gear ; you are a good archer, Marcus. 

\He gives them the arrows* 
Ad Jovem, that 's for you ; nere, ad ApoUonem : 
Ad Martem^ that 's for myself; 
Here, boy, to Pallas ; here, to Mercury : 
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine, 
You were as good to shoot against the wind. 
To it, boy : Marcus, loose when I bid : 
Of my wwd, I have written to effect. 
There 's not a god left unsolicited. 

Mare. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the court : 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 

TiL Now, masters, draw. Oh, well said, Lucius ! 

[TheyshooU 
Good boy, in Virgoes lap ; give it Pallas. 
' Marc, My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon ; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 
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Tii. Ha, ba ! Pablras, Puhlius, what hast thou done * 
See, see, thou hast Atot oBi one of Taurus^ horns. 

Marc, This was tlie sport, my lord : when Publius 
ffhof, 
The Bull, beings gaU'd, gave Aries such a knock, 
That down fell both the Ram's horns in the court. 
And who should find them but the empress* villain : 
She laugh'd, and told the Moor he should not choose 
But give them to his master for a present. 

Tit. Why, there it goes ; Grod give your lordship joy 

Enter Clown, with abasket, and two pigeon* in it. 

Tit. News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is 
come. 
Sirrah, what tidings? have you any letters t 
Shall I have justice ? what says Jupiter f 

Clown. Ho! the gibbet-maker f he says that he halh 
taken them down again, for the man must not behai^[ed 
till the next week. 

THt, But what says Jupiter, I ask thee t 

Clown. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter : 
I never drank with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier ? 

Clown. Ay, of my pigeons, sir ; nothing else. 

Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven ? 

Clown. From heaven t alas, sir, I never came there. 
God forbid I should be so bold to press to heaven in my 
young days ! Why, I am going with my pigemu to the 
tribunal Plebs, to' take up a matter of brawl betwixt 
my uncle and one of the imperial's men. 

Marc. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be to serve fot 
your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to* the 
emperor from you. 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the wn* 
\yeTor with a grace ? 

Clown. Nay, truly, sir ; I could never say grace in 
all my life. 
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TU. Sirrah, come hither ; make no more ado, 
But give yottr pigeons to the emperor : 
By me thou ahalt Imve justice at his hands. 
Hold, hold ; meanwhile, here *s money for thy charges. 
Give me pen and ink. 
Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication f 

Clown, Ay, sir. 

TiL Then here is a supplication for you. And when 
you come to him, at the first approach you must kneel ; 
then kiss his foot ; then deliver up your pigeons ; and 
then look for your reward. 1 11 be at hand, sir ; see you 
do it bravely. 

Ciown. I warrant you, sir, let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife? Come, let me see it. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration. 
For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant 
And when thou hast given it the emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he says. 

Cloton. God be with you, sir ; 1 will. [ExiL 

Tit Come, Marcus, let us go ; Publius, follow me. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV.-^Before the Palace, 

Enter Saturninus, Tamoba, Chiron, Desibtrzus, 
Lords, and others. The Emperor brings the arrows 
in his hand that Titus shot at him. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these ? was ever 
seen 
An emperor in Rome thus overborne, 
Troubled, confronted thus ; and, for the extent 
Of egal justice, used in such contempt ¥ 
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 
However these disturbers of our peace 
Busz in the people's ears, there nought hath pasi'd, 
Bui even with law, against the wil&l sons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an if 

VOL. X. 2 A 
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Hii lomnrt bave ■> orenrhelm*d bis wits ; 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 
His fits, his tctotjy aod his bitteroeiB % 
And now, he wiitw to heaven for his redress ; 
See, here *s to Jove, and this to Mercury, 
Thu to ApoUo, this to the god of war : 
Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of B(Hne ! 
What 's this, but libelling against the senate, 
And blaaoDing our unjnstice everywhere f 
A goodly humour, is it not, my Imrdsl 
As who would say, in Bjome no justice were : 
But if I live, his feigned extasies 
Shall be no shelter to these outrages ; 
But he and his shall know that Justice lives 
In Satuminus* health, whom, if he sleepy 
He 11 so awake^ as be in fury shall 
Cut off the proudest couspiiator that lives. 

Tarn, My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age^ 
Th* effects of sonow for his valiant sons. 
Whose loss hath pierced him deep, and scarr'd his heart ; 
And rather comfort his distressed plight. 
Than prosecute the meanest or the best 
For these contempts : Why, thus it shall become 
High-witted Tamora to glose with all : 
But, Titus, I have touched thee to the quick. 
Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise, 
Then is all safe, the anchor 's in the port [Aaidem 

Enter Clown. 

How now, good fellow, wouldst thou qpeak with us 9 

Clown, Yea, forsootibyanyourmistenhip be imperial. 

Tarn. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor. 

Clown. 'T is he. God and stunt Stephen give you 

good den ; I have bxought you a letter and a couple of 

pigeons here. [Saturninvs read$ the letter. 
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Sat, QOf take him away, and hang him presently. 

CUnon. How much money must I have f 

Tarn, Gome, sinah, you must be hanged. 

Clovm, Hanged ! by 'r lady then I have brought up 
a neck to a fair end. [-S^^} guarded. 

Sat Despiteful and intolerable wrongs! 
Shall I endure this monstnms villainy f 
I know from whence this same device proceeds : 
May this be borne, as if his traitorous sons, 
That died by law for murther of our brother, 
Have by my means been butchered wrongfully 1 
Gro, drag the villain hither by the hair ; 
Nor age^ nor honour, shall shape privilege : 
For tlus proud mock 1 11 be thy slaughter-man ; 
Sly frantic wretch, that holpst to make me great, 
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 

Enter ^hilius. 

Sai. What news with thee, iBmilius 9 

JSmil. Arm, my lords; Rome never liad more cause! 
The Groths have gathered head, and with a power 
Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil. 
They hither march amain, under conduct 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus ; 
Who threats in course of this revenge to do 
As much as ever Goriolanus did. 

Sai. Is warlike Lucius general of the Qoths? 
These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head, 
As flowen with frost, or grass beat down with storms : 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : 
'T is he the common people love so much ! 
Myself hatii often heard them say, 
(When I have walked like a private man,) 
That Lucius' banishment was wrongftiUy, 
And they have wish'd that Lucius were their emperor. 

Tam. Why should you fearf is not your city 
strong f 
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Sat Ajf bat the citixeos favour Lncius, 
And will revolt from me, to succour htm. 

Tarn, King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thj 
name. 
Is the sun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it I 
The eagle suffers little birds to sing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 
Knowing that with the shadow of his wing 

He can at pleasure stint their melody. 
Even so mayst thou the giddy men of Borne ! 
Then cheer thy spirit : for know, thou emperor, 
I will enchant the old Andronicus, 
With words more sweet, and yet more dangeroos 
Than baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheep ; 
When as the one is wounded with the bait, 
The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat, But he will not entreat his son in us. 

Tom. If Tamora entreat him, then he will ; 
For I can smooth and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises, that, were his heart 
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf, 
Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue. 
Go thou before to be our embassador ; [ To ^uxuus. 
Say that the emperor requests a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

Sat. iSmilius, do this message honourably : 
And if he stand on hostage for his safety. 
Bid him demand what pledge will please him best 

JEmiL Your bidding shall I do effectually. 

[Exit ^KILIUS. 

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus ; 
And temper him, with all the art I hav^ 
To pluck proud Lucius irom the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again, 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat. Then go successantly, and plead to him. 

lExetmi. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— P&»'»w near Rome. 

Flourish. Enter Lucius, with an army of Gotlis, 
with drum, 

Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 
Which signify what hate they bear their emperor. 
And how desu'ous of our sight they are. 
Therefore, great irards, be, as your titles witness, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And wherein Rome hath done you any scaith, 
Let him make treble satisfaction. 

Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great Andronicus, 
Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort ; 
Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds, 
Ingratcful Rome requites with foul contempt, 
Be bold in us ; we '11 follow where thou lead'st. 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day. 
Led by their master to the flower'd fields, 
And be aveng'd on ciursed Tamora : 
And, as he saith, so say we all with him. 

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth t 

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron with his child in his 
arm^, 

Goth, Renowned Lucius, from our troops I stray'dy 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery. 
And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall : 
I made unto the noise, when soon I heard 
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The crying babe controird with this digcoune : 

*' Peace, tawny slave, half me, and half thy dam ! 

Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art. 

Had nature lent thee but thy mother's look, 

Villain, thou mightst have been an emperor. 

But where the boll and cow are both milk-whife, 

They never do beget a coal-black calf : 

Peace, villain, peace ! " — even thus he rates the babe, — 

" For I must bear thee to a trusty Gtoth, 

Who, when he knows thou art the empress* babe. 

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's sake.** 

With this, my weapon drawn, I rush'd upon him. 

Surprised him suddenly, and brought him hither 

To use as you think needful of &e man. 

Lite, Oh worthy Gk>th, ^is is the incarnate devil 
That robbed Andronicns of his good hand : 
This is the pearl that pleased your empress* eye ; 
And here *s the base fruit of his burning lost. 
Say, wall-eyed slave, whither wouldst thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiendlike &ce? 
Why dost not speak f what, deaff not a word? 
A halter, soldiers ; hang him on this tree. 
And by his side his fhiit of bastardy. 

Aaron. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 

Luc, Too like the sire for ever being good. 
First hang the child, that he may see it sprawl ; 
A sight to vex the fefher^s soul withal. 

Aaron. Qet me a ladder ! * Lucius, save the child. 
And bear it from me to the empress : 
If thou do this, 1 11 show thee wond'rous things. 
That highly may advantage thee to hear ; 
If thou wilt not, befall wmit maj befall, 
1 11 speak no more, but vengeance rot you all. 

* Oetme a ladder. These words beloBg to th« Moor is all 
the old editions. He may mean, execute me» bat save the 
child I In modern copies Lucias is made to call for the 
ladder. 
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Luc. Say on, and if it pleaae me which thou speaVst, 
Thy child shall live, and I will see it Douriah'd. 

Aaron, And if it please theef why, assure thee, 
Lucius, 
'T will vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak ; 
For I must talk of murthers, lape^ and massacre^ 
Acts of hlack night, abominable deeds, 
Gomplots of mischief, treason, yillainies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteously performed ; 
And this shall all be buried by my death, 
Unless thou swear to me my child shall live. 

Luc. Tell on thy mind ; I say thy child shall lire. 

Aaron. Swear that he shall, and then I will beg:in. 

Luc. Who should I swear byf thou believ^st no 
God; 
That granted, how canst thou beliere an oathf 

Aaron, What if I do not, as indeed I do not : 
Yet, for I know thou art religious. 
And hast a thing within thee called conscience, 
With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies, 
Which I have seen thee careful to observe. 
Therefore I urge thy oath \ for that I know 
An idiot holds his bauble for a Gkxl, 
And keeps the oath which by that God he sweait : 
To that I ^11 urge him : therefore thou shalt vow 
By that same God, what God soever it be. 
That thou adorVt, and hast in reverence. 
To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up ; 
Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

LtLC, Even by my God I swear to thee I will. 

Aaron. First know thou, I begot him on the empress. 

Luc. Oh most insatiate, luxurious woman ! 

Aaron. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou shadt hear of me anon. 
^ was her two sons that murther^d Bassiamis; 
They cut thy sister^s tongue, and ravished her, 
And cut her hands, and trimmed her as thoa sswest 
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Luc, Ok) detestable villaio ! call'st tfaoa tiiat trim- 
ming f 
Aaron. Why, she was washed, and cut, and trimmed. 
And *t was trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 
Luc. Oh, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself! 
Aaron. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them : 
That codding spirit had they from their mother. 
As sure a card as ever won the set : 
That bloody mind I think they leam*d of me, 
As true a dog as ever fought at head : 
Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth, 
I trained thy brethren to that guileful hole, 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 
I wrote the letter that thy father found, 
And hid the gold within the letter mentioned ; 
Confederate with the queen and her two sons. 
And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue. 
Wherein I bad no stroke of mischief in it f 
I played the cheater for thy father's hand : 
And, when I had it^ drew myself apart, 
And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter. 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall, 
When, for his hand, he had his two sons* heads ; 
Beheld his tears, and laugh'd so heartily. 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 
And when I told the empress of this sport. 
She swounded almost at my pleasing tale, 
And for my tidings gave me twenty kisses. 

Goth, What, canst thou say all this, and never blush f 
Aaron. Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is. 
Lrtc. Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds f 
Aaron. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, — ^and yet I think 
Few come within the compass of my curse,— 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill : 
As kill a man, or else devise his death ; 
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it ; 
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Accuse some innocent; and forswear myself; 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks; 
Set fire on bams and haystacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears : 
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
And set them upright at their dear friends' door, 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot ; 
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees, 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 
'' Let not your sorrow die, though I am dead." 
Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful tilings 
As willingly as one would kill a fly; 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But tliat I cannot do ten tliousand more. 

Luc. Bring down the devil, for he must not die 
So sweet a death as hanging presently. 

Aaron. If there be devils, would I were a devil, 
To live and bum in everlasting fire, 
So I might have your company in hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue! 

Luc, Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no 
more. 

Enter a Goth. 

Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from Rome 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 
Luc. Let him come near. 

Enter u^uilius* 

Welcome, u^milius : What 's the news from Rome ? 

JEmU, Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me ; 
And, for he understands you are in arms, 
He craves a parley at your father's houses 
Willing you to demand your hostages. 
And they shall be immediately delivered. 
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Goth. Wbat nyt our general 9 

Luc, ^miliui^ let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father, and my uncle Marcus, 
And we willccmie: march away. iFloumh. Exmmt. 

SCENE IL^Befors TitusV ffotiM. 
Enter Tahora, Chiron, and Dsxetrius, dtsgutMed. 

Tarn. Thus in this itraiige and lad habiliment 
I will encounter with Andmnlcoi^ 
And say I am Revenge, sent from below. 
To join wiih him and right his heinous wrongA. 
Knock at his study, where they say he keqps. 
To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge : 
Tell him Revenge is come to join with him. 
And work confusion on his coemieB. 

[TTiey knock, and Titus qpm» hu Simfy door. 

TU. Who doth molest my contemplation f 
Is it your trick to make me ope the door, 
That so my sad decrees may fly away. 
And all my study be to no effect 9 
You are deceived, for what I mean to do 
See here in bloody lines I have set down ; 
And what is written shall be executed. 

Tarn. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit, No, not a word : how can I grace my talk. 
Wanting a hand to give it action 9 
Thou hast the odds of me ; therefore no more. 

Tarn. If thou didst know me^ thou wouldst talk with 
me. 

TU. I am not mad ; I know thee welX enough. 
Witness this wretched stump, witnsss these crimson linei^ 
Witness these trenches made by grief and care. 
Witness the tiring day and heavy nighty 
Witness all sorrow, that I know thee wdl 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamoca : 
Is not thy coming for my other hand 9 
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Tam, Know thou^ sad man, I am not Tamora ; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friead. 
I am Revenge, sent from the infernal kingdom, 
To ease the gnawing Tulture of thy mind. 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes : 
Come down, and welcome me to this world's light ; 
Confer with me of murther and of death. 
There 's not a hollow cave or lurking-place, 
No vast obscurity or misty val^ 
Where bloody Murther, or detested Rape, 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name- 
Revenge — ^which makes the foul offenders quake. 

Tit, Art thou Revenge? and art thou sent to me 
To be a torment to mine enemies? 

Tarn, I am ; therefore come down, and welcome me. 
Tit. Do me s(xne service, ere I come to thee. 
Lo, by thy side where Rape, and Murther, stands ! 
Now give some France mat thou art Revenge ; 
Stab tibem, or tear them on thy chariot-wheels; 
And then I '11 c<»ue and be thy waggoner, 
And whirl along with thee about tiie globes. 
Provide thee two proper palfreys, as black as jet. 
To hale thy vengeful waggon swifb away, 
And find out miutherers in their guilty caves. 
And when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
I will dismoxmt, and by the waggon-wheel 
Trot like a servile footman all day long. 
Even from Hyperion's rising in the east 
Until his very downfall in the sea. 
And, day by day, 1 11 do this heavy task, 
So thou destroy Rapine and Murther there. 

7am. These are my ministers, and come with me. 
Tit Are they thy ministers? what are they call'd f 
Tbff). Rape and Murther ; therefore called so^ 
'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 
TiA, Good lord, how like the empress' sons they are, 
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And you the empress ! but we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistalcin; eyes. 
Oh, sweet Rerenge^ now do I come to thee, 
And, if one arm*8 embracement will content the^ 
I will embrace thee in it by-and-by. 

[Titus closes his door. 
Tarn. This closing with him fits his lunacy. 
Whatever I forge to feed his brain-sick fits. 
Do you uphold, and maintain in your speeches ; 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge^ 
And, being credulous in this mad thought^ 
I '11 make him send for Lucius, his son ; 
And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 
I Ul find some cunning practice out of hiuid 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies ; 
See^ here he comes, and I must ply my theme 

Entw^ Titus. 
Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee. 

Welcome, dread fury, to my woful house ; 

Rapine, and Murther, you are welcome too. 

How like the empress and her sons you are ! 

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor ! 

Could not all hell aflbrd you such a devil ? 

For well I wot the empress never wags 

But in her company there is a Moor ; 

And, would you represent our queen aright, 

It were convenient you had such a devil : 

But welcome as you are : What shall we do t 

Tarn. What wouldst thou have ub do^ Andronieuaf 
Demet. Show me a murtherer : I '11 deal with hiu.* - 
Chi, Show me a villain that hath done a rape, 

And I am sent to be revenged on him. t 

Tarn. Shovf me a thousand, that have done thee wnmg. 

And I will be revenged on them aU. 

Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of Uoaat, 
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And when thou find'st a man that "s like thyself, 

Grtxid Murther, stab him ; he 's a murtherer. 

Go thou with him ; and when it is thy hap 

To find another that is like to thee, 

Grood Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher. 

Go thon with them ; and in the emperor^s court 

There is a queen attended by a Moor ; 

Well mayst thou know her by thy own proportion, 

Por up and down she doth resemble tliee. 

I pmy thee do on them some violent death : 

They hare been violent to me and mine. 

Tarn. Well hast thou lessoned us ; this shall we do. 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 
To send for Lucius, thy thrice-valiant son, 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Gotlis, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house : 
When he is here, even at thy solenm feast, 
I will bring in l^e empress and her sons, 
The emperor himself, and all thy foes ; 
And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel ; 
And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart. 
What says Andronicus to this device! 

Enter Marcus. 

Tit Marcus, my brother, 't is sad Titus calls. 
Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius : 
Tliou shalt inquire him out among the Goths. 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of die Goths ; 
Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are. 
T«U him the emperor, and the empress too, 
Feaat at my house, and he shall feast with them. 
This do thou for my love ; and so let him. 
As he regards his aged father^s life. 

Marc. This will I do, and soon return again. [Exit. 

Tarn, Now will I hence about thy business. 
And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit, Nay, nay ; let Rape and Murther stay with me. 
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Or elM 1 11 call my brollier back ag&in. 
And cleave to no K¥enge but LaciuB. 

Tarn. What say you, boys ? wfll you bide wilii him, 
Whiles I go tell my locd the em]^eror, 
How I have gOTem'd our detennm*d jest J 
Yield to hif humour, smooth and speak him fiiir, 
And tarry with him till I turn agam. [Aside, 

Tit. I know them all, though they supjnse me mad. 
And will o'erreach them in their own devices : 
A pair of cuned hell-hounds, and their dam. [Asitie. 

Demet. Madam, depart at pleasure : leave us here. 

Tarn, Farewell, Andranicus; Beveoge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [£r»»TAK. 

Tit. I know thou dost ; and, sweet Revenge, farewell. 

Cki. Tell us, old man, how shall we be employed) 

TU. Tut ! I have wotk enough for you to do. 
Publius, come hitiier, Gaius, and Valentine. 

Enter Pdblius and others. 

Pub. What is your will » 

Tit. Knoir you these two? 

Pub. The empress' sons, I take them, Chiron, Deme- 
trius. 

Tit. Fie, Publius, fie ; thou art too much deceived : 
The one is Murther, Rape is the other^s name ; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius: 
Caius, and Valentine^ lay hands on them. 
Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour, 
And now I find it ; therefore bind them sure, 
And stop their mouths if tiiey begin to cry. 

[Exit Tit. Pub., S^e. lay hold on Chi. and Dbmrt. 

Chi. Villains, foibear! we are the empress^ sons. 

Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded. 
Stop close their mouths ; let them not speak a word ; 
Is he sure bound ? look that you bind them fiist<*> 

"' There is a stage direction here — BxetmU They perhaps go 
within the cortain of the secondary stage, so that the hloo^ 
scene may be veiled. 
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Enter Titus Andsonicus with a Jsnifey and Lavinia 
voith a basin. 

Tit. Come, come, Layinia ; look, thy foes are bound : 
Sirs, stop their mouths ; let them not speak to me, 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. 
Oh, yillains, Chiron and Demetrius ! 
Here stands the spring whom you have stain'd with raud ; 
This goodly summer with your winter mix'd. 
You kiird her husband ; and for that vild fault 
Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death, 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jest ; 
Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that more dear 
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity, 
Inhuman traitors, you constiain'd and forc'd. 
What would you say if I should let you speak ? 
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats, 
Whilst that Lavinia 'tween her stumps doth hold 
The basin that receives your guilty blood. 
You know your mother means to feast with me ; 
And calls herself Revenge, and thinks me mad. 
Hark, villains ! I will grind your bones to dust. 
And with your blood and it 1 11 make a paste, 
And of the paste a coflSn*^ I will rear. 
And make two pasties of your shameful heads, 
And bid that strumpet, your unhallow'd dam, 
Like to the earth, swallow her own increase. 
This is the feast that I have bid her to. 
And this the banquet she shall surfeit on : 
For worse than Philomel you used my daughter ; 
And worse than Piogn6 I will be reveng'd. 
And now prepare your throats : Lavinia, come. 
Receive the blood ; and when that they are dead, 
Let me go grind their hemes to powder small, 
And with this hateful liquor temper it, 

* Co^»— the crust of a raised pie. 
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And in that paste let their vile heads be baVd. 
Come, come, be every ooe ofiicious 
To make this banquet, which I wish may prove 
More stem and bloody than the centaur's feast 

[His cuts their throats. 
So ; now bring them in, for 1 11 play the cook, 
And see them ready against theur mother comes. 

[ExeutU, 

SCENE III.— Titus's House. A Pavilion, 
Enter Lucius, Marcus, and the Goths, vfith Aaron. 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since *t is my fiither's mind. 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 

Goth. And ours, with thine ; befall what fortune will 

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil ; 
Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought unto the empress' face, 
For testimony of her foul proceedings : 
And see the ambush of our friends be strong : 
I fear the emperor means no good to us. 

Aaron. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear. 
And prompt me that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart ! 

Lttc. Away, inhuman dog, unhallowed slave ! 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. 
The trumpets show the emperor is at hand. [Flourish. 

Sound trumpets. Enter Saturninus and Tauora, 
with Tribunes and others. 

Sat, What, hath the firmament more suns than one? 

Luc. What boots it thee to call thyself a sun ? 

Marc. Bome'^ emperor, and nephew, break the parle ! * 
These quarrels must be quietly debated. 
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordained to an honourable end ; 
* Begin the parley. 
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For peace, for lore, for kague, and good to Rome : 
Please yoa, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places. 
Sat. Marcus, we will. [Haietboi/s. 

Enter Titus, like a cook, placing the meat on the 
table; Layinia, with a veil over her face; Young 
Luciua, and others. 

7\t. Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome, dread 
queen; 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, Lucius ; 
And welcome, all ; although thencheer be poor, 
'T will fill your stomachs ; please you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus ? 

TXt. Because I would be sure to have all well, 
To entertain your highness, and your empress. 

Tarn. We are beholding to you, good Andronicus, 

Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you were : 
My lord the emperor, resolve me this : 
Was it well done of rash Virginius, 
To slay his daughter with Iiis own right hand. 
Because she was enforc'd, stain'd, and deflour'd ? 

Sat. It was, Andronicus. 

Tit. Your reason, mighty lord ? 

Sat. Because the girl should not survive her shamc^ 
And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 

' Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual ; 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant. 
For me, most wretched, to perform the like. 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee, 
And with thy shame thy father's sorrow die. 

[He kills her. 

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 

Tit. Kiird her, for whom my tears have made me 
blind. 
I am as woful as Virginius was. 
And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage ; and it is now done. 

VOL. X. 2 b 
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Sai. What, was the mviih'd f tell, who did the deed f 

Tit. Will 't pleaae yoa eat, will *t please your high^ 
nenfeedf 

Tarn. Why hast thou slain thine only daughter ? 

Tit, Not I ; *t was Chiron and Demetrius. 
They rayish'd her, and cut away her tongue^ 
And they, *t was they, that did her all this wrong. 

Sat. Qo fetch them hither to us presently. 

Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pie, 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed. 
Eating the fledi that she herself hath bred. 
'T is true, *t is true^ witness my knife's sharp point. 

[He stabs Tamojeia. 

Sat, Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed 1 

[He kills TiTua. 

Iaic. Can the son's eye behold his father bleed? 
There 's meed for meed ; death for a deadly deed. 

[He iUUs Saturninus. The people 
di^^erse in terror. 

Marc. You sad-fac'd men, people and sons of Rome, 
By uproars severed, like a flight of fowl 
Scattered by winds and high tempestuous gust^ 
Ob, let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter'd com into one mutual sheaf, 
These broken limbs again into one body — 

Rom. Lord, Lest *■ Rome henidf be bane unto hep* 
self; 
And she whom mighty kingdoms curtsy to, 
Like a forlorn and desperate castaway, 
Do shameful executioil on herself. 
But if my frosty signs and chaps of age. 
Grave witnesses of true experience. 
Cannot induce ^ovl to attend my words^ 
Speak, Rome's dear friend, [To Lucius] as erst oiu 

ancestor. 
When with his solemn tongue he did discoms^ 

^'Lest. The originals, fef. 
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SCKWU in.] TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

To lore-sick Dido*8 sad attending ear, 

The story of that baleful burning night, 

When subtle Greeks surprised king Priam's Troy. 

Tell us what Sinon hatli bewitch'd our ears, 

Or who hath brought Ihe fatal engine in 

That gives our Troy, our Bome^ the civil wound. 

My heart is not compact of flint nor steel. 

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief; 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory. 

And break my very utterance, even in the time 

When it should move you to attend me most. 

Lending your kind commiseration. 

Here is a captain ; let him tell the tale ; 

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you. 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murthered our emperor's brother. 
And they it was that ravished our sister : 
For tlieir fell faults oiur brothers were beheaded ; 
Otir father's tears despis'd, and basely cozen'd 
Of that true hand that fought Rome's quarrel out, 
And sent her enemies unto fhe gmve : 
Lastly, myself, unkindly banished ; 
The gates shut on me, and tum*d weeping out. 
To beg relief amongst Rome's enemies. 
Who drown'd &eir enmity in my true tears, 
And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend ; 
And I am the turned forth, be it known to you, 
That have nreserv'd her welfare in my blood. 
And from ner bosom took the enemy^s point, 
Sheathing the steel in my advent* rous body. 
Alas, you know I am no Taunter, I ; 
My scars can witness, dumb although they are. 
That my report is just and full of truth. 
But soft, methinks I do digress too much, 
Citing my worthless praise. Oh, pardon me. 
For, when no friends are by, men praise themselves. 
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434 TITUS ANDBDNICUS. [Act V. | 

Marc, Now is xny tain to speak : behold this child ^ 
Of this was Tamora delivered, ' 

The issue of an irreligioos Moor, 

Chief architect and plotter of these woes. I 

The villain is alive m Titus' house, i 

Damn'd as he is, to witness this is true. j 

Now judge what cause had Titus to revenge | 

These wrongs, unspeakable past patience, I 

Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what say you, Romans 9 ! 
Have we done aught amiss 1 show us wherein, < 

And, from tlie place where you behold us now, I 

The poor remainder of Andronici j 

Will hand in hand all headlong cast us down, I 

And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains, 
And make a mutual closure of our house : 
Speak, Romans, speak ; and if you say we shall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

uEmil. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, — 
Lucius, our emperor ; for well I know, 
The common voice do cry it shall be so. 

Idarc. Lucius, all hail, Rome's royal emperor ! • 
Go, go, into old Titus' sorrowful houses 
And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudg'd some direful slaughtering death. 
As punishment for his most wicked life. [To Attendants. 
Lucius, all hail to Rome's gracious governor ! 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans ! May I govern sa^ 
To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away her woe : 
But, gentle people, give me aim awhile^ 
For nature puts me to a heavy task I 

* Tliis line, and the concluding line of Murcas^d speeds. ii|« 
given to the people — " Romans "—by all the moiiern liditon, 
against the authority of all the original copies. Marcus is tne 
tribune of the people, and speaks anfhoritatively what " ffio 
common voice '^ has required. 
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ScEwa III.] TITUS ANDRONlCfUS. 436 

Stand all aloof; but, uncle, draw you near, 
To shed obsequious tears upon this trank. 
Oh, take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips, 

[Kisses Titus. 
These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stain'd face, 
The last true duties of thy noble son. 

Marc. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss. 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips. 
Oh, were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet wpuld I pay them. 

Ltcc. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in showers. Thy grandsire lov'd thee well 5 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee, 
Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee. 
Meet and agreeing with thine infancy ; 
In that respect, then, like a loving child, 
SJied yet some small drops from thy tender spring, 
Because kind nature doth require it so : 
Friends should associate friends in grief and woe. 
Bid him farewell, commit him to the grave, 
Do him tliat kindness and take leave of him. 

B01/. O, grandsire, grandsire, even with all my heart 
Would I were dead, so you did live again ! 
O, Lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping ; 
My tears will choke me if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Attendants, with Aaron. 

Bmncm, You sad Andronici, have done with woes ! 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch. 
That hath been breeder of these dire events. 

Lite. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish him : 
There let him stand, and rave, and cry for food : 
if «ny one relieves or pities him, 
For the offence he dies ; this is our doom. 
Some stay to see him fasten'd in the earth. 

Aaron. Ah ! why should wrath be mute, and fury 
dumb ? 
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4M TITUS ANDRONICUS. CActV, 

I am no baby^ I, that with base prayars 
I should repent the evilg I have done : 
Ten thousand worse than eirer yet I did 
Would I perform, if I might have my will : 
If oue good deed in all my life I did^ 
I do repent it from my yery soul. 

Luc. Some loving {riends convey tlie emperor bencc^ 
And give him burial in his faiher^s ^ve. 
My father and Lavinia shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household's monument : 
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 
No fun'ral rite, nor man in mournful weeds, 
No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beasts and birds of prey : 
Her life was beastly and devoid of pity, 
And^ being so, shall have like want of pity. 
See justice done on Aaron^ that damn'd Moor, 
By whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 
Then, afterwards, to order well the state, * 

That like events may ne^er it ruinate. [Sxeimi, 
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ADDITIONAL NOTES 

AND SUGaESTED EMENDATIONS 
TOLUMB X.. 



COEIOLANUS. 

Page 10 (Act I. Scene i.) 
<* 1 8haU tell you 
A pretty tale ; it may be yon have heard it ; 
Bat, since it serves my pnrpofle, I will venture 
To neaUH a little more/' 
The emendation of Theobald ought to be accepted : To stale U, 

Page 14 (Act I. Scene i) 
" Nay, these are almost thoronghly persuaded." 
" Nay, these are all most thoronghly persuaded." 

—Perkins folio. 

Page 30 (Act I. Scene iii.) 
** Hector's forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swordi^ contending." 
The apostrophe is a modem and a weak addition.— Bead, 
aufords* 
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4» ADDITIONAL HOnS XO VOLimE X. 

Fate36(Ai!tI.Soe]ieTl.) 

'* The Roman gods 
Lead their successes as we wish our own ; 
That both onr powers, with smiling fronts encountering. 
Hay give you thankAil sacrifice." 
The yott in this last Une shews that the first line is TocatiTe, 
and onght to be read : ** jr« Roman gods.*' The original 
compositors wonld easily mistake T« (the andent mode of 
writmg the) for Fe, 

Page 37 (Act U. Soene L) 
"I am known to be a hnmorons jwtrlcian, and one tliat 
loves a cnp of hot wine with not a drop of allaying Tyber 
in 't ; said to be something imperfect, in favouring the 
Jir$t complaint.*'-*** 7%tr«^ complaint "—one of the best 
emendations of the Perkins folia 

Page 39 (Act H. Scene i.) 
" The most sovereign prescription in Galen is bnt empiri- 
ctttick."— la the original, empertekqiUwtte^ which the Perkins 
folio happily transforms into etnpirie physique. 

Page 44 (Act IL Scene i.) 

*' When his soaring insolence 
Shall teach the people." 
Mr Knight had suggested touch as the true reading; and 
the Perkins folio confirms the conjecture. 

Page 51 (Act II. Soene iii.) 
**Not that onr heads are some brown, some black« some 
auburtit some bald, but that our wits are so diversely coloured.*' 
—In the original, we read abrani, which epithet, though 
dubious in its meaning, ought by all means to be retained. 
Mr Dyce says it is etymologically identical with aubut^i, but 
that is far from evident, especially when the word is spelt as 
follows : 

** Where is the eldest sonne of Bryam 
That abraham coloured Troianf dead.*' 

—Soliman and Perseda, 1599. Slg. h8. 

Page 54 (Act IL Scene iii.) 

** Why in this wolfish gown should I stand Jier^ 

To beg of Hob and Dick ? " 

The reading of the first folio is woolvish tongue ; of the aeoond* 

woolvish ffovme. In &ct, toiiffue is a misprint for Isguei VA 
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ADDmOKAL NOTES tO VGLVMEU, «8» 

for woolffisht the Perkias folio reads u>0oUes*, as, indeed, only 
a few pages back (page 43), Brutus had spoken of the " napless 
vesture of humilitT," Bead, therefore : 

" Why in tnis wooUesa togue should I stand here, 
To beg of Hob?" 
At the same time, it is right to mention the emendation of 
Mr Grant White, which is explained by a subsequent line of 
the same speech, and by other passages in the context : 
*' Why in this foolish toffuf should I stand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 

Their needless Touches 7 

Esther than/ooj it so, 

Let the high office and the honour go." 

Page 63 (Act III. Scene i.) 
" If he hare power, 
Then vail your ignorance : if none, atoake 
Your dangerous lenity," 
£evoke, in the Perkins folio. 

Page 64 (Act III. Scene i.) 

" How shall this bosom multiplied digest 

The senate's courtesy?" 

Bimon multitudey in the Perkins folio. Bisson means blind, 

as see the expression (Act XL Scene i., p. S8)— dt»07» 

conspectuities. 

Page 100 (Act IV. Scene vi.) 
" Baised onl)r that the weaker sort may wish 
Oood Marcius home again." 
" Ood Marcius," In the Perkins folio. Probable. 

Page 107 (Act V. Scene i.) 
"In this so never-heeded help."— In eyery old copy 
never-needed, which is the right word. 

Page 123 (Act V. Scene t.) 

"I took him 

.... served his designments 
In mine own person ; holp to reap the fame. 
Which he did etid all his." 
'< Which he did ear all his," in the Perkins foIio>^hat Is, 
plough. But Mr Singer suggests, that the words should be 
transposed : " Holp to ear the fame which he did reap all 
his/'' Any ehange, however, is needless. Aufidius helped to 
redy the flune which Coriolanus in the end made all his own. 
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iM ADDITIONAL NOTBS TO YOLUME X. 



JULIUS GJESAB. 

Page 146 (Act LSoeneiL) 
** When could they aay, tOl now, tbat talked of Borne, 
That her wide walMt enoompaMed bat one man t" 
Probably, walls. 

Page 170 (Act n.8eeneiL) 
" She dreamt to-night ahe saw my statue." 
There can be little doubt that here we ought to read the 
trisyllabic form of the word— «<ataa. There were three forms 
in TU»—ttatuef sUtture, and staUia, Read, therefore : 
" She dreamt to-night ahe saw my ttaUia ; " 
and 80, also, afterwards (page 190) : 

" JBTen at the baiae of Pompey's stahia." 



AKTOKY AND CLEOPATBA. 

Page 234 (Act I. Scene ii.) 
** O, that I knew this hnsband, whidi, yon say, most eha$tffe 
his horns with garlaiids."—It has been pzopoaod to read: 
** must charge.** 

Page 338 (Act I Scene ii.) 
" The present pleasure^ 
By revolution lowering^ does become 
The opposite of itself;'^ 
The Perkins folio has : « By repelUum toming** with donbtftd 
advantage. 

Page 243 (Act L Scene iii.) 
"Give true evidence to his love.**— O^wfertce, the Perkins 
folio plausibly suggests. 

Page 249 (Act I. Scene r.) 
" Soberly did mount an arm-gaimt steed.** 
^rm-fftr/, Sir T. Hanmer and Perkins folio ; arrogant, Boadcn 
and Singer. 
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ADDITIONAL KOTES TO VOLUME X. 441 

Page 259 (Act n. Scene ii.) 
" Clotli of gold, of tiasue."— We have here a carioas illustra- 
tion of the meddling of the corrector of the Perkins folio. He 
proposes : •' Cloth of gold and tissue"— Mr Collier approving. 
Shakspere, in fact, quotes the identicid phrase used in North's 
" Plutarch," and the ^rhole passage is very slightly altered A:om 
theoriginaL 

Page 267 (Act n.Sc^iey.) 
" O, that his fuilt should make a knave of thee. 

That art not what thoa 'rt sure of I— Get thee hence ! " 
A broader and more palpable meaning is obtained by slightly 
altering the punctuation : 
" O. that his fault should make a knave of thee 

That art not! What! Thou 'rt sure of Get thee hence !'> 

Page 288 (Act HL Scene vi.) 
** Being an abstract 'tween his lust and him.'* 
Obstrwt—Waxliaxion and Perkins folio. 

Page 801 (Act IIL Scene xi.) 
« Say to great Cesar this, In diapuUfUon 
X kiss his conquering hand." 
D^pwtofion— Warburtoa and Perkina foUo. 

Page D15 (Aet IV. Scene tlil.) 

"Bun one before, 

And let the queen know of our gvetts.** 

Oesta—thtA is, ezploita-the Ferkina foUo reads with great 

plausibility. There were no guests. 

Page 888 (Act V. Scene iL) 
"A grief that «Aoo<« 
My very heart at root" 
Spelled suites in the original. The Perkins folio corrects it 
to smites. 



Page 845 (Act V. Scene U.) 
" What should I stay— 

Char. In this wild world?" 
Steevens proposed vHd, the old spelling for vile. 
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443 ADDITTOKAL NOTES TO VOLUME X. 



TITUS ANDEONICUS. 

Page 880 (Act U. Scene iii.) 
" Had I the power that some sav Dian had. 
Thy templti should be planted presently 
With horns as was Act8Bon*8, and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new tranaformed Umba.*' 
Dine, in the Perkins folio. 




Edinburgh I 
Pzimsd by W. and B. Ghaiaban. 
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